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MV    SIl  \l)t)\V.  — l-lor.KKi    I.ouis  Sii  VINSON 

!  liavc  a  little  shadow  that  gots  in  ami  out  with  umj, 
And  what  can  be  the  use  of  him  is  more  than  I  can  see ; 
He  is  very,  very  like  me  from  the  heels  iij)  to  the  head ; 

All'!  1  see  him  jump  hcture  uu-  when  I  jiimii  into  my  bed. 

The  funniest  thing  about  him  is  the  way  he  likes  to  j^row— 
Nut  at  .ill  like  proper  children,  which  is  always  very  slow  ; 
sometimes  shoots  up  taller  like  an  india-rubber  ball. 


■or  he 


ind 


he 

,il;il 


-ometnnes 


lets   so   little    tliat  there  "s  none  of  him 


li> 


.isn 


I  -ot  a  notion  of  how  children  ou,^ht  to  play, 
tool  of  me  in  every  sort  of  way  ; 


And  can  only  make  a 
1  le  stays  so  close  bcsid 
I'd 


e  me  ne 


s  a  coward  von  <an  see 


liiink  siiaine 
me  : 


to  stick  to  nursie  as  that  shadow  sticks  to 


r)ne  morning  very  eady,  before  the  sun  was  up, 
I  rose  and  found  the  shining;  i\c\v  on  every  buttercup-, 
15nt  my  lazy  litUe  shadow,  like  an  arrant  sleepy-hend, 
II. id  stayeil  at  home  behind  me  and  was  fast  asleep  in  bed. 
(l!y  khxd  permis.-»ii>ii  of  I  liailcs  D.ixtci",  l-^'j.) 


HIS   N.UIES. 


IIIS    NAMES.— Anon. 

Never  a  hoy  bad  so  man}-  names ; 

'I'hcy  callc!  iiini  J  tunny,  and  Jim.  and  James, 

Jecms  a-.id  Jamie  ;  and  well  he  knew 

Who  it  was  tliat  wanted  him  too. 

The  boys  in  the  street  ran  alter  him, 
Shouting  out  loudly,  'Jim,  hey,  Jim-m!' 
Until  the  echoes,  little  and  big. 
Seemed  '.o  be  dancing  a  Jim  Crow  jig. 

And  little  .Mabel,  out  in  the  hall, 
'  Jinnny,  Jimmy  ! '  would  sweetly  call. 
Until  he  answered,  and  let  ''-r  know 
Where  she  might  find  him,  t>iie  loved  him  so. 

(irandpapa.  who  was  dignified, 
.\nd  held  his  liead  with  an  air  of  pride, 
Didn't  believe  in  shortening  names, 
And  made  tlie  most  he  could  of  James. 

But  if  papa  ever  wanted  him, 
Crisp  and  curt  was  the  summons,  'Jim  ! ' 
That  would  make  the  boy  on  his  errand  run 
Much  faster  than  if  he  had  said,  '  My  son.' 


MT'I'UK  P,V  LTTTl.E. 

Litde  by  little  the  bird  builds  lier  nest ; 
Little  by  little  th.e  sun  sinks  to  rest : 
I-ittle  by  little  the  waves,  in  thc'r  glee. 
Smooth  the  rough  rocks  by  the  shore  of  the  sea. 


GOOD-NIC.IIT   A..D    GOOn-r.!ORNIN'G. 

Diop  after  drop  falls  the  ^oft  sunnner  shower; 
Leal'  ui)on  leaf  grows  the  cool  forest  bower; 
Craiii  heaiied  on  grain  forms  the  nuuntain  so  high, 
That  Its  cloiul-capijetl  sinumit  is  lost  to  the  eye. 

Little  by  little  the  bee  to  her  cell 

Brings  the  sweet  honey,  and  garners  it  well  ; 

Little  by  little  the  ant  layeth  by, 

From  the  summer's  abundance,  the  winter's  supply. 

Minute  by  minute,  so  passes  the  day  ; 
Hour  after  hour  years  are  glichng  away. 
The  moments  im])rovo  until  life  be  past, 
And,  little  by  little,  grow  wise  to  the  last. 


GOOD-NIGHT  AND  GOOD-MORNING. 

Lord  Hou(;hton. 

A  fair  little  girl  sat  under  a  tree, 

Sewing  as  long  as  her  eyes  could  see. 

Then  smoothed  her  work,  and  folded  it  right, 

And  said,  '  Dear  work,  good-night !  good-night ! 


Such  a  number  of  rooks  came  over  her  head, 
Crying  '  Caw  !  caw  ! '  on  their  way  to  bed  ; 
She  said  as  she  watched  their  curious  flight, 
'  Little  black  things,  good-night !  good-night !' 

The  horses  neighed,  and  the  oxen  lowed; 
The  sheep's  '  bleat !  bleat ! '  came  over  the  road  ; 
All  seeming  to  say,  with  a  (juict  delight, 
'  Good  little  girl,  good-night  !  good-night  ! ' 


Till-     Kl-MoIlSKIUL   CAKKS. 

She  (lid  not  s.iy  to  tiic  sun,  '  Good  night  ! ' 
'I'iiough  >\u:  SUV  him  there,  like  a  1).ill  of  light. 
For  slie  knew  he  had  (lod's  time  to  keep 
All  over  the  world,  .ind  nevei  could  slec^\ 

'i'he  tall  iiink  foxglove  bouxd  his  head, 
The  violets  eu/tsied  and  went  to  bed; 
And  good  little  I.ucy  tied  up  her  hair, 
And  said,  on  her  knees,  her  favourite  prayer. 

And  while  on  her  pillow  she  softly  lay, 

She  knew  nothing  more  till  again  it  was  day  : 

And  all  things  said  to  the  beautiful  sun, 

'  (jood-morning,  good-morning  !  our  work  is  begun. 


:iE  RK.MORSKFUL  CAKh.S.— Kugf.m;  Field. 

A  little  boy  named  Thomas,  ate 

Hot  currant  cakes  for  tea — 
A  very  rash  proceeding,  as 

\Ve  presently  shall  see. 

He  went  to  bed  at  eight  o'clock, 

\s  all  good  children  do, 
But  scarce  h.id  closed  his  little  eyes, 

When  he  most  restless  gre»v. 

He  ti()p[)cd  on  this  side,  then  on  that, 

Then  keelet!  uji  on  his  head. 
And  covered,  all  at  once,  each  spot 

Of  his  wee  Irundle-bed. 

He  wrapped  one  arm  around  his  waist, 

The  oth.er  'round  his  ear, 
While  mamma  wondered  what  on  earth 

Could  ail  her  little  dear. 


nowiii;re. 

He  fell  aslcei),  and  as  he  slept 

He  (liLMm!  an  awful  dream, 
Of  being  smacked  with  lia/el  rods. 

Without  the  power  to  scream. 

He  dreamt  a  great  big  lion  came 
And  reared  and  raved  and  roared — 

While  on  his  breast  two  furious  bulls 
In  mortal  combat  gored. 

He  dreamt  he  heanl  the  flap  of  wings 

Within  the  chimney-tlue  — 
And  down  there  crawletl,  to  gnaw  his  ears, 

i\n  awful  bugaboo  ! 

Wiien  Thomas  rose  next  morn,  his  face 

Was  [)allid  as  a  sheet — 
'1  never  more,'  he  firmly  said, 

'  Will  cakes  for  sujjper  eat ! ' 


NOWHERE. 

[.\  suiii^  for  l)iiys  ami  ijiils  who  arc  always  ('.isconlentcil.] 

El. LA  Whei  i.i:k  Wii.lox. 

Do  you  know  where  the  summer  blooms  all  the  year  round, 

Where  there  never  is  rain  on  a  picnic  day, 
Wiicre  the  thornless  rose  in  its  beauty  grows, 
And  the  little  boys  never  are  called  from  play? 
Oh  !  hey  !  it  is  far  away, 
In  the  wonderful  land  of  Nowhere. 

Would  you  like  to  live  where  nobody  scolds. 

Where  you  never  are  told,   •'  It  is  time  tor  bed," 
\\'here  \ ou  learn  without  trying,  and  laugh  without  crying, 
\\'liere  nurses  don't  pull  when  they  comb  your  head  ? 
Then  oh  !   hey  !  you  must  hie  away 
To  the  wonderful  lam!  of  Nowhere. 


TAI.E    OF    A    I)(m;    AM)    A    IIKK. 

If  you  long  to  ilucll  ulicrc  }\,u  iiLAcr  need  wait, 

Where  no  one  is  puni.siied  nr  made  to  cry, 
Where  a  supper  of  rakes  is  not  foIl(;ue(l  by  aclies, 
And  hltle  lulk^  dirive  on  a  diet  of  pie  ;  ' 

'rhen  ho  .'   he_\-  1   \ou  must  -o,  I  say, 
'I'o  tile  woiulerl'ul  land  of  Nowhere. 

\'ou  must  drift  down  the  river  of  Idle  Dreams, 

Close  to  the  horder  of  Xu  Man's  Land; 
For  a  \ear  and  a  dny  you  must  sail  away, 

And  then  you  will  come  to  an  unknown  strand, 
And  ho!  Iiey  :  if  you  get  tliere— stay 
In  the  wonderful  land  of  Nowhere. 


TALE  OF  A  DOC,  AND  A  EFK 

Oreat  big  dog, 

LIcad  upon  his  toes; 
Tiny  little  bee 

Settles  on  his  nose. 


. — Anon. 


Great  big  dog 
Thinks  it  is  a  lly, 

Ne\ er  sa)s  a  word, 
Winks  very  sly. 

Tiny  little  bee 

Tickles  dog's  nose — 
Thinks  like  as  not 

Tis  a  blooming  rose. 


Dog  smiles  a  smile, 
Winks  his  other  eye. 

Chuckles  to  hinisell 
How  he  '11  catch  a  tly. 


NANCYS    Nir.HTMARE. 

Then  he  nukes  a  snap, 
Very  iiuic  k  and  spry, 

Clcts  the  hllle  lam, 

But  doesn't  ealth  the  fly. 

Tiny  little  bee, 

Alive  and  looking  well, 
Great  big  dog. 

Mostly  gone  to  swell. 

MORAL. 

Dear  friends  and  brothers  all, 
Don't  be  too  fast  and  free, 

And  when  you  ratch  a  tly 
lie  sure  it  's  not  a  bee. 


NAN'CV'.S  NK;HT.MARI'..--Laura  K.  Richards. 

/am  the  doll  that  Nancy  broke  ! 

Hadn't  been  hers  a  week. 
One  little  snuee/.e,  and  I  sweetly  spoke; 

Rosy  and  fiir  was  my  « heek. 
Now  my  head  lies  in  a  corner  far, 

•My  body  lies  here  in  the  other  ; 
And  if  this  is  what  human  children  arc, 

I  never  will  live  with  another  ! 

/am  the  book  thil  Nancy  read 

For  fifteen  minute  >  together; 
Now  I  am  standing  here  on  my  head, 

While  she  's  gone  to  look  at  the  weather. 
My  leaves  are  crushed  in  the  cruellest  way, 

There  's  jam  on  my  oj^ening  page  : 
And  I  would  not  live  with  Miss  Nancy  Gay, 

Thouijh  I  shouldn't  be  read  for  an  age  ! 
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:<n  I  V    AND    MOUSIK. 


/am  the  liock  that  X.mrv  wore 

l.:i>t  ni-lit  at  her  l)irihilay  feast; 
I  am  the  rro(  k  ilial  \an(\-  lore 

In  seventeen  ])Iaces  at  least. 
My  hmtons  are  scattering;  far  ami  iiear, 

My  trimming  is  torn  to  rags; 
And  if  J  were  Miss  Nancy's  mother  dear, 

I  'd  dress  her  in  calico  ba''s  ! 


Il't'nvc  the  words  that  Xaiuv  said 

\\  hen  these  things  were  hroughl  to  lier  \ieu- 
All  of  us  ought  to  be  painted  red, 

And  some  of  us  are  not  true. 
^\■e  sputter  and  mutter  and  snarl  and  snap, 

We  ^moulder  and  sni{;ke  .■•..id  Maze; 
And  il  she'd  not  meet  with  some  sad  mishap, 

Miss  Nancy  must  mend  her  ways. 


KITTY  AND  MOUSIK.-Anox. 

Once  there  was  a  little  kitty, 

White  as  the  snow  ; 
In  a  l)arn  she  used  to  play, 

Long  time  ago. 

In  tlie  l)arn  a  little  mousie 

Ran  to  and  fro  ; 
For  she  lieard  the  hitle  kitty, 

Long  time  ago. 


Two  hl.u-k  eyes  had  little  kitty, 

niack  as  a  crow  ; 
And  they  sjjied  the  little  mousie, 


1     /M->..      ti.^-...     ....-^x 


IWO    OF    TlfFM. 

Four  soft  paws  had  little  kitty, 

Paws  soft  as  sno\\  ; 
And  they  raut^lit  the  little  iiiousi'% 

Lont;  tune  ag.j. 

Nine  ]>earl  teetli  had  little  kitty, 

All  in  ;i  ruw  ; 
And  they  tit  the  little  niousie, 

Long  time  ago. 

When  the  teeth  bit  little  mousie, 
Mousie  cried  out  •  ( )h  !  ' 

But  she  slipped  away  from  kitty, 
LunLj;  time  iv^o. 


TWO  OF  TMFM.-Mrs  Lrcv  M.   F.i.inn. 

Orandflither  \s  come  to  see  bahy  t'>-(lay, 

Dear  little,  (jueer  little  baby  Xed  ; 
With  his  toothless  mouth,  his  double  chin, 

And  never  a  hair  on  liis  shiny  heacb 
Ho  looks  in  the  pretty  eyes  of  blue, 
Where  the  baby's  soul  is  peeping  ihrougli. 
And  cries,  with  many  a  loving  kiss, 
'  Hallo  !  what  little  old  man  is  this  ? ' 


Uaby  stares  in  grandfather's  face. 

Merry  old,  cheery  old  '  Orandfather  Xed,' 

With  his  toothless  mouth,  his  doul)le  chin. 
And  never  a  hair  on  liis  dear  old  head  ; 

He  scan.-,  him  solemnly  up  and  down. 

From  his  double  (  hin  to  his  smooth,  bald  crown. 

And  says  to  himself  as  babies  do, 
ii.Uiu!    can  liii^i  ije  a  iidijy,  loO  ,'' ' 
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'IIIK    WAIKk-  Kl.oO.M. 


TIIK  WATF.R  !!F/)OM.--Cn,,.v  Tiiaxtkr. 

A  child  looked  up  in  the  ^uinnuT  sky. 
Whore  a  soft,  brii^'ht  shower  had  jus.  passed  by; 
Kastward  the  dusk  rain-curtain  liuni,', 
And  swiftly  across  it  the  rainbow  sprung. 

'  Papa  !  papa  '  what  is  it  ?  '  she  cried. 
As  she  gazed  with  her  blue  eyes  opened  wide 
At  the  wonderful  an  h  diat  bridged  the  heaven, 
\  i\idl\-  glowing  with  ((flours  seven. 

'^\'hy,  t!i  It  is  the  laiiibow.  darling  (  hild,' 
A'ld  the  father  down  on  his  bal)\  smiled. 
^' What  makes  it,  j.apa  ?'      ''I'he'sun.  my  dear, 
'I'hat  shines  on  the  water-droj)s  so  clear.' 

Here  w.is  a  beautiful  mystery  ! 

No  more  ([uestions  to  a.sk  had  she, 

I!ut  she  tliought  the  garden's  !oveli,-st  flowers 

Had  tloated  upward  and  (aught  in  the  showers— 

Ros;,  \iolet,  orange,  marigold  — 
In  a  ribbon  of  light  on  tlie  clouds  unrolled  ! 
Red  of  poi)pv,  and  green  leaves  too, 
Suntiower  yellow,  and  larkspur  blue. 

A  great,  wide,  wondrous,  splendid  wreath 
It  seemt'd  to  the  little  girl  beneath  : 
How  did  it  grow  so  fast  up  there, 
Antl  suddenly  blossom,  high  in  the  air  ? 

She  could  not  take  her  eves  from  the  sigh.t : 
'Oh,  look  !'  she  cried  in  her  deep  delight. 
As  she  watched  the  glory  spanning  the  gloom. 
''Oh,  look  ai  liie  'ueautitui  water-bloom." 


SUPPOSE ! 

SUPPOSE  I— An'on. 

Suppose,  my  little  lady, 

\'our  (loll  shoulcl  break  her  head, 
Could  you  make  it  whole  by  crying 

Till  your  eyes  ami  nose  are  red? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  pleasanter 

I'o  treat  it  as  a  joke. 
And  say  you  're  ghul  'twas  Dolly's, 

And  not  your  head,  that  broke? 

Suppose  you  're  dressed  for  walking;, 

And  the  rain  conies  pouring  down, 
\\'ill  it  clear  otY  any  sooner 

J]ecause  you  scold  and  frown  ? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  nicer 

For  you  to  smile  than  pout, 
And  so  make  sunsliine  in  the  house, 

When  there  is  none  without? 

Sup])Ose  your  task,  my  little  man, 

Is  \ery  hard  to  get, 
Will  it  make  it  any  easier 

For  you  to  sit  and  fret  ? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  wiser, 

Than  waiting  like  a  dunce, 
To  go  to  work  in  earnest, 

And  learn  the  thing  at  once  ? 

Suppose  that  some  boys  have  a  horse. 

And  some  a  coach-and-pair, 
Will  it  tire  you  less,  while  walking, 

To  say,  '  It  isn't  fair'? 
And  wouldn't  it  be  nobler 

To  keep  your  temper  sweet, 
And  in  your  heart  be  thankful 

You  y.M\  walk  upon  your  teet  ? 
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Tin-    DF.  \r)    KlfTFV. 


All.!  Mi,,|,„.c.  ilu;  u-oi-I,!  ,l,.n't  i.Icaseyou, 

Nor  tile  way  some  pcojilr  .|,)  ; 
I'o  \"n  think  the  whole  creaiioii 

\\'ill  Ik'  altered  jtist  for  you  ? 
And  isn't  It,  my  \h>v  or  ;^irl, 
'riie  wisest,  Iiravest  plan, 
Whatever  conies  or  doesn't  come. 
'I'o  do  ilie  best  you  can  ? 


''■•fl'    •"•:AI)    KITTKX.     Sv„x,v   I)^vR^:. 
'Don't  talk  to  me  of  parties,  X.ui  ;   I  really  cannot  ,o  ; 
\  hen  folks  are  in  attliction  they  dont  go  out,  you  know 
have  a  new  brown  sash,  too  ;  it  seems  a  pity-eh  ^  - 
I  I'.it  such  a  dreadful  trial  should  h,ave  come  just  vesterdiy  f 


pulled  down   as  dark   as  it 


'The  lilayhouse   blinds   are  al 
can  be ; 

It  looks  so  very  solemn,  and  so  proper,  don't  vou  see  > 
And  I  have  a  piece  of  crape  pinned  on  every  dolly's  hat; 
1  om  says  .t  is  nduailous  for  only  just  a  cat.  ' 

I  Hut  boy.  are  all  so  horrid!     They  always,  every  one, 
I  Might  ,n  teasinj;  little  girls  and  kitties,  "just  tbr  lun  • 

he  way  he  used  to  pull  her  tail-it  makes  me  angry  now- 
And  scare  her  up,  the  c  herry-tree,  to  make  the  darling  "meow  !" 

'  r  've  had  Iier  all  the  summer.      One  day,  away  last  sprin-^ 
Heard  a  frightful  barking,  and  I  saw  the  little  thing        ^^' 
In  tie  corner  of  a  fence;  'twould  have  made  you  laugh  outright 
lo  see  how  every  hair  stood  out,  and  how  she  tried  to  t^ght. 

'  T  shooed  the  <!og  away,  and  she  jumped  upon  mv  arm  ; 
The  pretty  creature  knew  I  wouldn't  do  her  any  h'arm  • 

1!""^!^^:'^  ^'°^'^'  ^"'^  -"'-'  f-^  to  manmia;  and  she  said 
-—  ..r.-u.u  uc  my  uun  wee  kitty  it  1  d  see  that  she  was  fed. 
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\^  III'  II    I  "\i  I'  nil:  liF.ST.  It 

'  A  runiiin-  liltlc  dot  -,he  was,  with  silky,  soft  ^Tay  fur ; 
Slicd  lir  lor  Iiours  on  my  l.ip,  and  I  could  hear  licr  jmrr ; 
And  then  >he  'd  frohc  after  when  i  j, idled  a  strin-  about,  ' 
Or  try  to  i  al(  h  her  l.iil.  or  1..II  a  niarhle  in  aiuJ  out. 

'Such  comfort  she  h.i.-,  !,een  to  me  I  'm  sure  no  one  could  tell, 
Unless  some  other  little  girl  who  loves  her  pussy  well. 
I  'vc  heard  about  a  Maltese  cross,  but  »iv  dear  little  kit 
Was  alua>s  sweet  and  :imiable.  and  never  cross  a  l)it  ! 

'  llut  oh.  last  we.'k   I  nursed  her  !      I  hunted  all  around  ; 

My  darling  little  pussy-cat  was  nowhere  to  be  found. 

I  knelt  and  whispered  softly,  when  nobody  could  see  : 

"  Take  care  of  little  kitty,  f^/ras,;  and  brinc^  her  back  to  mc  !  " 

'I  found  her  lying  yesterday  behind  the  lower  shed  ; 
1  thought     ly  heart  was  l)roken  when   I  found  that  she  was 
de.id. 

Turn  promised  me  another  one.  but  even  //t- can  see 
No  other  kitty  ever  will  be  just  the  same  to  me 

'I  <-,wVgo  to  your  p:irty,  Xannie  -macaroons,  you  say? 
And  ice-cream  .^^I  know  I  ought  to  try  and  not  give  way; 
And  I  feel  it  would  be  doing  wrong  to  disa[ipoint  you  so  ,'— 
\\ell— if  I  'm  euial  to  it  by  to-morrow— I  way  i^o  ." 


WHICH  LoVFd)  'IdlK  JiKST.— Anon. 

'  I  love  you.  mother,' 

^dK\  little  John  ; 
Then,  forgetting  his  word. 

His  cap  went  on, 
And  he  was  off 

To  the  garden  swing, 
And  iett  her  wood 

And  water  to  bring. 
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wiiri  II   I  fi\  1-  n   1  III    r.KST. 

'  I    love   \()ll.    IllDtll.T,' 

Said  rosy  Nell  ; 
'  1  l(>vc  you  Ijrttft 

Tliaii  ton-uc  cAt]  tell  ! ' 
Then  she;  teased  and  jjuuied 

Full  li;dr  .l  d,i\', 
Till  her  iiiothcr  rejoiced 

W  hen  she  went  to  play. 

*  1  love  yoii,  mother,' 

Said  little  ian  ; 
''I'o-day  1  will  help  \nn 

All  I  ran. 
How  glad  I  .1111 

That  school  doesn't  keep!' 
So  slie  ro(  ked  the  li.dj)' 

Fast  asleej). 

Then,  steppiiiL;  softly, 

She  hrotii^ht  Iier  liroori 
And  swept  the  floor 

And  tidied  the  room. 
iJiisy  and  hajipy 

All  day  was  she — 
Helphil  and  hajipy 

As  child  (an  he. 


'  I  love  you,  mother,' 

Again  they  said  — 
Three  little  children 

doing  to  Led. 
How  do  you  think 

That  mother  uuessed 
■>'•  iiicri  oi  iiiLiu  reaiiy 

Foved  her  iiest  ? 


I  IDDV     rill      I  I'  \SFR. 
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^Y\\)\A^  I  III'.  'n:.\sKK.— M.  !•:.  u. 

I  If  \\,iiiU-i|  ,1  vl1(J(  ipfilc. 

And  -iliook  iiis  sam  v  head; 
1  [i   tliuMi;lit  ot  it  in  (l.i\  inne, 

I  K'  (he. mud  ol  it  \\\  1"  d, 
He  l)cj4L:cd  tor  it  at  nioinui^, 

He  crii  d  tor  it  at  iiooii, 
And  even  ni  the  evening 

I  le  ^^an:;  the  NUne  old  tune, 

He  wanted  a  velof  ijieile  I 

It  was  no  Use  tcj  say 
He  was  too  siiiall  to  inann^e  it, 

Or  it  iniLjlit  run  awa), 
Or  (rack  his  little  octiput, 

( )r  break  his  little  leg — 
It  \\\A<.\c  no  bit  ol  dit'tereiu  e, 

He'd  beg,  and  beij.  and  bcL,'. 

He  wanted  a  velocipede  ' 

A  big  one,  with  a  gong 
To  startle  all  the  peoj)le, 

As  they  saw  him  speed  along  ; 
A  l)ig  one,  with  a  cushion, 

And  painted  red  and  black. 
To  make  the  others  jealous 

And  (dear  them  off  the  track. 

He  wanted  a  velocijiedc. 

The  largest  ever  built. 
Though  he  was  only  fue  year.s  old 

And  wore  a  little  kilt. 


(1  nair  m  curls  a-wavmg, 


An 

And  sashes  by  his  side. 
And  collars  wide  as  cart-wheels, 
Which  hurt  his  manly  pride  ! 
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He  wanted  a  vel(j(i])e(le  ! 

Why,  lie  was  just  as  tall 
As  six-year-old  '1  oin  Tucker, 

Who  wasn't  very  small  ! 
And  feel  his  muscle,  will  you  ? 

And  tell  him.  if  you  dare, 
That  lie  's  the  sort  of  fellow 

To  get  a  f;ill  or  scare  ? 

They  bought  hitn  a  veloe.jjcde  — 

Oh,  woe  the  day  and  hour  ! 
Wh.en  proudly  seated  on  it, 

In  pomi)  of  pride  and  power, 
His  foot  upon  the  treadl'-, 

With  motion  staid  and  slow, 
He  turned  upon  his  axle. 

And  made  the  big  thing  go. 

Alas  for  the  velocipede  ! 

The  way  ran  down  a  hill  — 
The  whirling  wheels  went  faster, 

\m\  fast  and  faster  still, 
Until,  like  flash  of  rocket, 

Or  shooting-star  at  night. 
They  crossed  the  dim  horizon 

And  rattled  out  of  sight. 


So  vanished  the  \elocipede, 

With  him  wlio  rode  thereon  ; 
And  no  one.  since  that  dreadful  day, 

Has  found  out  where  'tis  gone  ! 
Except  a  floating  rumour 

AMiich  some  stray  wind  doth  blow. 
When  the  long  nighth  of  winter 

Are  white  with  frost  and  snow, 


iHh    I'lV/IKI)    .StlKJuL.MA    U.K. 

Of  a  small  fleeting  shadow. 

That  seems  to  run  astray, 
l'j)i)n  a  pair  of  tiding  wheels, 

Aloii„^  the  Milky  Way. 
And  this,  they  think,  is  Teddy  ! 

Doomed  tor  all  time  to  speed- 
A  wretched  liale  phantom  boy, 

( )n  a  velocipede  ! 
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THE  PLZZLKI)  SCHOOLMAS  TKR. 

Kl.IA    WllKKI.ER    WlI.COX. 

•You've  ([uizzed  mc  often  and  j)uzz!ed  mc  long, 

You  "ve  asked  me  to  ciplier  and  spell, 
You  \-e  called  me  a  dunce  if  1  cUiswered  wrong. 

Or  a  dolt  if  1  failed  to  tell 
Just  when  to  say  //f  and  Avhen  to  say  /ay, 

Or  what  nine  sevens  may  make, 
Or  the  longitude  of  Kamchatka  Bay, 

Or  the  I-forget-what 's-its-name  lake; 
So  I  think  it's  about  we  turn,  I  do, 
To  ask  a  cjuestion  or  so  of  you.' 

The  schoolmaster  grim,  he  oi)encd  his  eyes, 
But  s.iid  not  a  word  for  sheer  surprise. 

'Can  you  tell  what  "  rounders  "  means?     I  can. 

Can  you  say  all  off  by  heart 
The  "onery  twoery  ickery  ann," 

Or  tell  "alleys  '  and  "commons"  apart? 
Cdn  u>u  lling  a  top,  I  would  like  to  know, 

Till  it  hums  like  a  bumhlc-bce  ? 
Can  you  make  a  kite  >  ourself  that  will  go 

'Most  as  high  as  the  eye  can  see. 
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'I'ill  il  .s.iils  and  so.irs  like  ;i  hawk  on  the  wing, 
And  the  little  birds  come  and  light  on  its  string?' 

The  schoolmaster  looked,  oh  !  very  demure, 
IJut  his  mouth  was  twitching,  I  'ni  almost  sure. 

'  Can  you  tell  where  the  nest  of  the  swallow  clings, 

Or  the  colour  its  eggs  may  be  ? 
Do  you  know  the  time  when  the  scjuirrel  brings 

Its  young  from  their  nest  in  the  tree? 
Can  you  tell  when  the  chestnuts  are  ready  to  dro 

Ci  where  the  best  hazel-nuts  grow  ? 
Can  you  climb  a  high  tree  to  the  very  tip-top, 

Then  gaxe  without  trembling  below? 
Can  you  swim  and  dive,  can  you  jump  and  run, 
Or  do  anything  else  we  boys  call  fun?' 

Tlie  master's  voire  trembled  as  he  replied  : 

'  You  are  right,  my  lad  ;  I  'm  the  dunce,'  he  sighed. 


HANC.    IP  J;A15V.S  STOCKING. 

llanguj)  the  baby's  stocking: 

Be  sure  you  don't  forget : 
The  dear  little  dimpled  darling 

lias  never  seen  Christmas  yet. 

r.ut  I  told  him  all  about  it. 

And  he  ojjened  his  big,  blue  eyes  ; 
I  am  sure  he  understood  it, 

He  looked  so  funny  and  wise. 

Ah,  what  a  tiny  slocking  ! 

Il  doesn't  take  much  to  hold 
Such  little  toes  as  baby's, 

Safe  from  the  frost  and  cold. 


H.\N(;  II'  r,\i;vs  snx  kinc 
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But  then, 


ior  til 


laliv's  Christmas, 


It  never  wiU  do  at  all  ; 
For  Santa  Clans  wouldn".  be  looking 
For  anything  half  so  small. 

I  know  what  will  do  'or  baby  ; 

I  'vc  thought  of  a  t'lrst-rate  plan  : 
I  '11  borrow  a  stocking  of  grandma — 

The  loiisjest  that  ever  1  can. 

And  you  shall  hang  it  by  mine,  mother, 
Riglu  here  in  the  corner — so  ; 

And  write  a  letter  for  baby, 
And  fasten  it  on  the  toe. 


'  Old  Santa  Clans,  this  is  a  stocking 
Hung  up  for  our  baby  dear  ; 

You  ne\er  have  seen  our  darling, 
He  has  not  been  with  us  a  year. 

'  But  he  is  a  beautiful  baby  ! 

And  now,  before  you  go, 
Please  cram  this  stocking  with  presents, 

From  the  top  of  it  down  to  the  toe. 


'  Put  m  a  baby's  rattle. 

Also  a  coral  ring, 
A  bright  new  ribbon  for  his  waist ; 

Some  beads  hung  on  a  string. 


'And  mind  a  coloured  ball,  please, 
And  a  tinv  i)air  of  shoes  ; 

You  11  see  from  this  little  stocking 
The  size  you  have  to  choose.' 
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Tilt    .M(JkV    (I!     CKl'Ml;!,!.     lON'R, 


Tin;  sr()k\'  ov  crimiw.i.  tone. 

Ella  Wheeler  Whcox. 

There  was  a  boy  named  Ciruiiiblc  Tone, 

^\1lO  ran  away  to  sea  ; 
'I  'ni  si(k  of  things  on  hind,'  he  .said, 

'  As  sick  as  I  can  be  ; 
A  life  upon  the  bounding  wave 

Will  suit  a  lad  like  nie.' 

The  seething  ocean  billows  fiiiiled 

To  stinuilale  his  mirth, 
For  he  didn't  like  the  vesse 

Or  the  dizzy  rolling  bertl 
And  he  thought  the  sea  was  almost 

As  unpleasant  as  the  earth. 

He  wandered  into  foreign  lands, 

He  saw  each  wondrous  sight. 
And  nothing  that  he  heard  or  saw 

Seemed  just  exactly  right ; 
So  he  journeyed  on  and  on, 

Still  seeking  for  delight. 

He  talked  with,  kings  and  ladies  fair; 

He  dined  in  courts,  they  say. 
But  always  found  the  people  dull, 

And  longed  to  go  away, 
To  search  for  tliat  mysterious  land 

Where  he  -hould  like  to  stay. 

He  wandered  over  all  the  world; 

His  hair  gr.'w  white  as  snow  ; 
Ho  reacheil  the  final  bourne  at  last 

Where  all  of  us  must  go, 
But  never  found  the  land  he  sought. 

The  rea.-on  would  vou  know? 


DAISY  nn.T,. 

The  reason  wa>,  thai  north  ■)r  sotilh, 
Where'er  liis  steps  were  beilt, 

On  land  or  sea,  in  court  or  halh 
He  found  but  discontent. 

For  he  took  liis  (Hsi)osition  with  hnn, 
Everywhere  he  went. 


DAISY  DILL.— F.   F.  Weathkriky. 

Chmb  along,  rlinib  along,  sweet  Daisy  Hill; 

"Tis  a  long  way  to  the  ton  of  the  liill, 

.And  the  road  is  so  rougii,  and  the  sun  in  the  skios 

Make^  little  Daisy  Dill  blink  her  blue  eyes. 

Ikit  climb  along,  climb  along,  sweet  Daisy  Dill, 

You  "11  soon  be  all  safe  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Climb  along,  climb  along,  sweet  Daisy  Dill, 
Now  she  's  at  last  at  the  toi)  of  the  hill  : 
Tired  !  yes,  of  course  she  is  ;  glad  just  to  rest, 
And  look     ack  to  the  Yalley  she  "s  left  in  the  west. 
Tired  I   but  it's  worth  it,  my  sweet  Daisy  Dill, 
To  be  realh-  at  last  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

And  life,  like  your  journey,  my  .sweet  Daisy  Dill, 
Is  a  very  long  ]-)ull  up  a  very  steep  hill  ; 
And  some  reai  li  the  top,  and  some  of  us  n.ever, 
.Mthough  we  go  toiling  and  struggling  for  ever. 
Never  mindj  we'll  still  struggle  ;  'tis  far  better  so, 
Thai"i  to  (lie  in  a  ditch  in  the  valley  below  ; 
So  climb  along,  climb  along,  sweet  Dai>y  Dill. 
Yon  '11  soon  be  all  safe  at  the  top  of  the  hill. 

(Hy  k.     t  I'LTinission  of  t!v-  .author.) 


^<i^ 
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I'lll.     'IIDIK      WD    111^    Will:,. 


'I'm:  SI'IDKR  AXI)   ill.^   WIVE. 

In  a  little  (I. irk  li.  ii;,r,  a  lew  feet  from  tlic  L^rouiitl, 

An  honest  old  spider  resided. 
So  pleasant,  so  smiij;,  so  convenient  'twas  founti, 
That  his  friends  came  to  sec  it  for  many  yard^  round  ; 

It  seemed  for  his  jileasure  provided. 

He  thoii-ht  that  the  little  his  wife  could  consume, 

With  care  he  mii^ht  always  provide  her; 
ForgettinL;  he  lived  in  a  gentleman's  room, 
Where  there  came  every  morning  a  maid  with  a  hroom- 
A  pitiless  foe  to  a  s[jider. 

One  day,  when  their  cni)l)oard  was  empty  and  dry, 

His  wife,  a  most  diligent  spinner. 
Said  :   'Now,  my  dear,  go  to  the  cobA-eb  and  try 
If  you  can't  find  the  leg  or  the  wing  of  a  fly. 

As  a  nice  little  relish  for  dinner.' 

He  went  wiiiioiu  thinking  of  what  might  befall, 

For  nothing  he  ever  denied  lier  ; 
linish  came  the  great  broom  do>vn  the  side  of  the  wall, 
And,  alas  :  carried  with  it  web,  dinner,  and  all ; 

And  thus  ended  the  days  of  poor  spider. 


-MV    WINDOWS. 

Windows  I  have'  two  : 
Are  they  white  and  bine? 
Are  tiiev  brown  and  white? 
Hither  may  be  light. 
From  these  window.^  two 
I  can  look  at  voii. 


>rv    WINDOWS. 


-J 


Or  else  I  ran  gaze, 

Through  the  suininer  Iiaze, 

On  the  meadows  green 

\V'..,^  the  hay  lias  l)een. 

If  in  winter's  snow 

'lo  the  town  I  go, 

Do  these  windows  stay  r 

No  !  they  come  away, 

Look  on  cliimneys  tall, 

Houses  great  and  small, 

Often  dark  and  gra>, 

Veiled  in  fog  all  day; 

Such  the  sights  that  I 

From  them  do  osj)y. 

liut  (what  sounds  must  strange) 

E'en  the  windows  change, 

As,  o'er  streets  and  ways, 

Forth  from  them  I  gaze. 

If  1  feel  delight, 

Then  they  glisten  bright ; 

Funny  sights  I  see. 

Then  they  dance  with  glee; 

Am  I  vexed  and  grim  ? 

Dull  they  are  and  dim  ; 

Am  I  sad  with  you? 

They  are  veiled  in  dew  ; 

If  I  fain  would  doze. 

They  their  shutters  dose  ; 

Am  I  foolish?     Wise? 

Read  it  in  these  eyes. 
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TIIK    .\1U<(;\V    AM.     nil-,    hONo. 


TIIK  ARROW  AM)  TIIK  .S()\G. 

II.     W.     1.1  »\(,FIJ.I,()\V. 

I  shot  an  arrow  into  the  air. 
It  l\;II  to  earth,  I  knew  not  where; 
For,  so  swiftly  it  (lew,  the  si-lit 
Could  not  follow  it  in  its  fli^'ht. 


J  hreathed  a  soiil:  into  the  air, 
It  tell  to  earth.   I  knew  not  wliere  ; 
lor  who  has  sight  .so  keen  and  stron;{, 
Thai  it  can  follow  the  fliglu  of  song?' 

Long,  long  afterward  in  an  oak 
I  round  the  arrow,  still  unhroke  ; 
And  the  .song,  from  bcgi-ining  to  end, 
I  found  again  in  the  heart  of  a  friend. 


A  I-ABLE.-J.   HooKHAM  Fkere. 

A  little  boy  had  bought  a  Top, 

Tiie  best  in  all  the  toyman's  shop ; 

He  made  a  whip  with  good  eel's  skin  : 

He  lash'd  the  Top,  and  made  it  spin ; 

All  the  children  within  call, 

And  the  servants,  one  and  all, 

Stooil  round  to  see  it  and  admire. 

At  last  the  To])  began  to  tire  ; 

He  cned  out,  '  I'ray  don't  whip  me,  Master; 


v.-r.ip  too  haiu— i  cant  spni  taster; 


Till'    LAST    I.r.AF. 

I  ran  spin  (luite  as  well  without  it.' 
The  little  l!()\  rcplicil,  '  1  doubt  it  ; 
I  only  whi])  you  for  your  good. 
\'uu  wltc  a  foolish  lump  of  wood  : 
lly  dint  of  \vhipi)ing  you  were  raised 
To  see  yourself  adinire<l  and  praised; 
An<l  it  I  left  you,  you  W  rem  i in 
A  foolish  lump  of  wood  a^ain.' 
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THE  LAST  LE.\F.— O.  AV.   TIolmes. 

'  I  saw  him  once  before, 
As  he  pas.:ed  by  the  door, 

And  again 
The  pavement  stones  resound, 
As  he  totters  o"er  the  ground 

With  his  cane. 

'  They  say  that  in  his  prime. 
Ere  the  pruning-knife  of  Time 

Cut  him  down. 
Not  a  better  man  was  found 
I'y  th'>  Crier  un  his  roimd 

Thro'  the  town. 


'  But  now  he  walks  the  .streets, 
And  he  looks  at  all  he  meets 

Sad  and  wan. 
And  he  shakes  his  feeble  liead, 
That  it  seems  as  if  he  ;;aid, 


Th 


ey  are  gone. 
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Till     I  \-i     r.i.AF. 

'  'I'hr  iii()s->y  in.irhlrs  irst 
On  ihc  lij.s  that  he  ha^  |ac^t 

In  tlicir  IjIdoih, 
Ami  the  names  lie  loved  to  hear 
ll.ue  been  carved  for  main-  a  )ear 
Vn  the  toiuh. 

'My  L,T.in(hi)aniin:i  has  said  — 
Poor  (;!d  l.uly,  she  is  dead 

1.(JI1,l;  .i.l;o  — 
That  he  had  a  Ruinan  nose, 
And  his  cheek  was  like  a  rose 

In  the  snow. 

'  i!ut  now  his  nose  is  thin, 
And  it  rests  upon  iiis  rhin 

Like  a  staff; 
And  a  crook  is  in  liis  back. 
And  a  nielaiK  holy  crac  k 

in  his  laugh. 

I  know  it  is  a  sin 
I'or  me  to  sit  and  ^^rin 

At  him  here  : 
r>iit  the  old  three-cornered  hat. 
And  the  breeches,  and  all  that, 

Are  so  queer ! 


'And  if  I  should  live  to  be 
'I'he  last  leaf  ufion  the  tree 

In  the  spring — 
Let  them  sniilc.  as  1  do  now. 
At  the  old  forsaken  boiiL'h 

Where  I  cling.'' 


I'"l  l,\  s    ,   IlkisT  iNixo. 
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DOI.I.V'S   (IIKlSTIAI.Nd       K,.,,A.v,K   Kikk. 

'  I  II  Ik;  tlu:  -ouilcst  little  L;irl  thai  ever  vnii  did  see. 
II    u)u  II    let   me  take   my   dolly   to   cliureli    with    \  ou   and 
me. 

It's    too    .hvtTuI    l.a.I    to    Ie;ue    her    wlun    w,  's    all    gone 
away  ; 

Oh,  Cosette  will  he  so  lonesome  to  st.iy  at  home  al!  day." 


I'vas    such    a    pleadmg    pair    of   eyes    and    winsome    little 
tacc, 

'ri'-t   mamma  rouldirt  well   refuse    -though  cluirc  h  was  not 
the  place 

F-r  doll,  or  playthings,  she  well  knew.      .Still  m  imma's  litde 
maid 

\\as  always  so  oliedient,  she  did  not  feel  afraid. 


No  mouse  was  ever  half  so  still  as  this  sweet  little  lass, 
Until  the  s.rmon  was  .luite  through— then  this  did  come  to 
pass  : 

A  do/en   babies  (more   or   less),  dressed   in    long  robes  of 
whib'. 

Were  brought  before  the  altar  rail-a  Hash  of  heaven's  own 
light. 


Then    Mabel   stood    upon    the   seat,   with    Dolly    held    out 

Mraight, 

^\nd  tins  1.  what  the  darling  said:   'Oh.  minister,  please  to 
wail,  ' 

Th''  "!!'  "/'..'^"^'-'.!'':'"^^''^"^-'^^'-  '""^^  it  is  Cosette.' 
" "''     /"''"^■■'''      -'''''^''  ''"'1    bowed   his    iiea.l;   but   mamma 
lilushes  yet. 


2S 


M"  I  HERS   WAY. 


Moi'm.R'S   WAV.— Anon. 

Oft  wiilnii  our  little  cottage  as  the  shadows  gently  tall, 
While  the  sunlight  touches  soltly  one  sweet  face  upon  the 

wall, 
Do   we   ^atlicr  close   together,    and    iii    hushed   and    tender 

tone. 
Ask  eacli  other's   full    forgiveness   for   the  wrong  that  each 

has  done. 
Should   vou   wonder   \'  liy  thi-,   (  ustom  at   ihr  ending   of  the 

day. 
?>ye  and  voice    would    ([uickly   answer,    '  It   was    once    our 

mother's  way  ! ' 
If  our   lionie    be    bright    and   cheery,   if  it    hold  a  welcome 

true. 
Opening  wide  its  door    of  greetini:  to    the    many,   not  the 

few  : 
If  we   share  i)ur    Father's   bounty  with    the   needy,   (.Uj    by 

day, 
'Tis  because   our   liearts   remember  this  was  ever   mother's 

wa\-. 
Sometimes,  when  our  hands  grow  weary  or  our  tasks  seem 

very  long ; 
When  our  burdens  look  too  heavy,  and  we  deem  the  right 

all  wrong, 
Then  we  gain  .i  nevv  fresh  courage,  as  we  rise  to  proudly 

say  : 
'Let   us  do  onr  duty  bravely:    this  was  our  dear  mother's 

way.' 

Thus  we  keep   her  memory  precious,  while  wc   never  cease 

to  pray 
That  at  last,  when   lengtluiiing  shadows  mark  the  evening 

of  the  day, 
i  ;:ey  may  lind   us  waitmg  caiiiii)  lo  go  iiome  our  motiier's 

way  I 


'^ 


I 


GEMMMW     pin\. 
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<;i  \  n  I  \i  \\  |oii\     !•,  i    wiMiiKuiKv. 

V'oii  \c  only  .1  I'li^ti;!!!  (  o;it.  my  lid, 

\'()u  sKcji  u[>(jn  straw,  maybe  ; 
When  my  lord  goes  by  it  makes  you  sad, 

\'ou  v.a-it  to  be  rich  as  he. 
You  hate  to  be  railed  .1  son  of  the  soil, 

^  on  M  hlvi-  to  he  i;en!kiii,in  Im)I1i. 
Never  to  want,  and  n-jver  lo  toil, 

And  never  i^o  tattereci  antl  torn. 
IJut  bio.idclotli  or  lustian,  what  you  've  got  on, 
Never  will  make  you  a  gentleman,  John. 

"Tis  not  the  honest  brown  chrt,  my  lad, 

.Makes  a  man's  hand  unclean  : 
'Tis  what  he  does  that  is  1j.i-,c  and  bad. 

Tis  what  is  (  ruel  ami  ukmii. 
Don't  be  ashamed  ol  yom-  <  oat  dr  vour  toil, 

Karh  ha.-,  !i..,  work  to  do  ; 
See  that  you  faithfullv-  stic  k  to  the  soil. 

And  you  'II  be  a  geinleuian  too. 
"Tis  what  _\ou  ii.ue  in  \ou.  not  what  you  have  en. 
That  ever  will  make  you  a  gentleman.   |ohii. 
^lly  kin.i  iicnni-  lull  of  the  :iuili..i.  1 


LITTI.K    MO  PKF.r. 

When  httle  llo-Feep 
Had  lost  her  sheep. 
And  didn't  kncjw  win  re  t<i  tind  them, 
•Ml  tired  she  sank 

And  left  the  birds  to  mmd  tliem  ; 
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LIT'J'I  F.   ORPHANT    ANXIE. 

Then  the  fairy,  Sleej/, 

Took  Htlle  lio  IVep; 
In  a  spell  of  dreams  he  bound  her. 

And  silently  brought 

The  flock  she  sought, 
Like  summer  clouds  around  her. 

When  little  I'-o-Peep— 
In  her  slumber  deej) — 
Saw  lambs  and  sheep  together, 
All  fleecy  and  white, 

And  soft  and  light, 
As  clouds  in  July  weather  ; 

Then  little  Bo-Peep 

Awoke  from  n(U-  sleep, 
And  laughed  with  glee  to  Hnd  them 

Coming  home  once  more, 

The  old  sheej^  before, 
And  the  little  lambs  behind  them. 


LITTLE  ORPIIWr  AXNTE.- J  \mf.s   W.  Rii.f.v. 

Little  Ori)hant  Annie  's  come  to  our  house  to  stay, 

An'  wash   the  cups    an'    saucers  up.    .an'   brush  the  crumbs 

away, 
An'  shoo  the  chickens  ofi  the  porch,  an'  dust  th,e  hearth  an' 

sweep, 
An'  ir   '-e  the  fne,  an'  bake  the  bread,  an'  earn  lier  board- 

an  keep : 
,\n'  all  us  other  <  hildreii,  when  the  supjjer  things  is  done. 
We  set  around  the  kit.  hen  hre  an'  h.is  the  mostesl  fun 


LITTLK    OKPHANr    ANNIK.  3I 

A-list'nin'  to  ilie  witc'p  tales  'ut  Annie  tells  about, 
An'  the  gobble-uns  at  gits  you 

Ef  you 

Don't 

U'atch 

Out! 

Onc't  they  was  a  littK  boy  wouldn't  say  his  pray'rs — 

An'  when  he  went  to  bed  at  night,  away  upstairs, 

His  mamma  heerd  him  holler,  an'  his  daddy  heerd  him  bawl, 

An'  when  they  turned  the  kiv\ers  down,  he  wasn't  there  at 

all: 
An'  they  seeked  him  in  tlie  rafter-room,  an'  cubby-hole,  an' 

j)ress, 
An'  seeked  him  u\>  the  chimbly-flue,  an'  e\er'wheres,  I  guess, 
but  all  they  ever  tound  was  thist  his  pants  an'  roundabout  ! — 
An'  the  gobble-uns  '11  git  \ou 

I'lf  you 

Don't 

Watch 

Out! 


An'  one  time  a  little  girl  'ud  alius  laugh  an'  grin, 

An'  make  fun  of  ever'  one  an'  all  her  b!ood-an'  kin, 

An'  one 't  when  tliey  was  '  company,'  an'  olc  lolks  was  there, 

She  mocked  'em  an'  shocked  'em,  an"  said  die  didn't  care  ! 

An'  ihist  as  she  kicked  her  heels,  an'  turn't  to  run  an"  hide, 

They  w;i-  two  great  big  Black  Things  a-standin'  by  her  side, 

An"  they  snatched  her  throug'.  the  ceilin'  'fore  she  knowed 

what  she  's  about ! 
An'  the  gobble-uns  '11  git  you 

Kf  you 

Don't 

Watch 

Out ! 
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ROOM     FOR    VOr. 


An'  little  Orphant  Annie  says,  when  the  blaze  is  blue, 
An'  the  lamp-wick  splutters,  an'  thi'  wind  goes  woo-oo  ! 
An'  you  hear  the  rrirkets  ([iiiet,  an'  the  moon  is  gray, 
An'  the  lightnin'-bugs  in  dew  is  all  stpienched  away — 
^'ou  better  mind  yer  juirents,  an'  yer  teachers  fond  an   dear, 
An'  churish  them  "at  loves  you.  an'  dry  the  orphant's  tear. 
An'  he'p  the  pure  an'  needy  one^  "at  clusters  all  about, 
Kr  the  gobble-uns  '11  git  you 

VS  you 

Don't 

Watch 

Out! 


ROOM   FOR  VOU.— G.  R.  Howarth. 

^\  lio  shall  sweep  away  the  errors 
Crowding  on  us  from  the  past? 

Who  siiall  clear  the-  mists  and  shadows 
That  the  future  overcast  ? 

Soon  we  busy  teeming  millions 

Will  ha\e  ended  all  this  strife  ; 
And  the  mvriads  crowding  on  us 
Must  t.ike  up  the  task  of  life. 

Ah  :  the  workers  in  the  vineyard 
Are  too  faint  and  all  too  few, 

And  the  field  of  honest  effort 

Ever  waits,  young  friends,  for  you. 


I 


Room  for  boyhood.  <trong  and  sturdy— 
lioyhood  manly,  lirave.  and  true  : 

Room  fur  honest,  lustv  vigom- ; 

Room,  my  young  frientls,  room  fur  you. 


TIIK    FIRST    PRIMROSE. 
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Room  lor  every  swect-voiccd  sini^cr 
'I'luU  can  thrill  the  heart  with  song  ; 

Room  for  thoughts,  and  words,  and  actions.. 
That  will  drive  tb.e  world  along. 

Statesmen,  warriors,  men  of  science. 
Once,  my  friends,  were  boys  like  you  ; 

And  the  grandest  deeds  of  history 
Are  the  ones  that  yon  may  do  ! 


THE  FIRST  PRIMROSE.-  C.vrnARiNK  Davidson. 

A  Primrose  awoke  from  its  long  winter  sleep, 

And  stretched  out  its  head  through  its  gri  en  leaves  to  peep  ; 

Put  the  air  was  so  colil,  and  the  wind  was  so  keen, 

And  not  a  bright  tlower  but  itself  to  be  seen. 

'Alasl'  sighed  the  Primrose,  'how  useless  am  I, 

As  here  all  alone  and  half-hidden  I  lie  : 

Put  I  '11  strive  to  be  cheerful,  contented  to  be 

Just  a  simple  wild-flower  growing  under  a  tree.' 

Soon  a  maiden  passed  by,  looking  weary  and  sad, 

In  the  bright  early  spring-time,  when  all  should  be  glad, 

lint  she  saw  the  sweet  Primrose  so  bright  and  so  gay, 

And  the  sight  of  it  charmed  all  her  sadness  away  ; 

And  the  Primrose  gave  thanks  to  the  dear  Lord  above, 

Who  had  sent  it  on  such  a  sweet  mission  of  love. 


THE  BROKEN  TOY,— Anon. 

He  led  us  to  a  summer-house, 
In  which  we  often  i)layed. 

And  on  the  floor  in  shining  heaps 
Were  toys  and  posies  laid. 
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A    lUALOnUF. 

Said  he  :   '  My  children,  clioosc  of  tlicbc 
'I'hc  tiling  which  }ou  likr  best.' 

No  need  to  tell  how  willingly 
\\\'  followed  his  behest. 

I  seized  a  large  and  gilded  toy 
Whose  splendour  caught  my  eye; 

She  took  a  wreath  of  roses, 
And  raised  it  with  a  sigh. 

T  'ossed  my  plaything  in  the  air, 

And  broke  it  in  iti>  fall ; 
She  smoothed  her  petals  tenderly, 

And  kissed  them  one  and  all. 

In  childish  petulance,  I  threw 

The  broken  toy  away  ; 
Her  flowers  she  tended  carefully. 

And  watered  day  by  day. 

'Twas  ever  so.      I  sought  the  glare 

And  noisy  din  of  life  ; 
She  studied  Nature  patiently, 

And  rested  from  the  strife. 

And  in  the  end  there  fell  to  us 

No  usual  lot  of  joy  : 
She  won  the  garland  of  renown  ; 

And  I,  Life's  broken  toy. 


A  DIALOGUE.— M.  M. 

'  Dainty  little  lady. 

Listen,  pray,  to  nie  : 
Canst  thou  ever  love  me? 


A  DrAr,o';iTF, 
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'  Kic  I  tell  you  thai,  sir, 
Vdii  must  i)rovc  to  me 

'I'liat  my  ticarl  witli  you,  sir, 
Safely  kept  will  be.' 

'  IViident  little  lady, 

Thou  hast  stolen  mine  ; 

Surely,  while  thou  hast  it, 
I  must  value  thine.' 

'That  is  proof  enough,  sir; 

Further  would  I  know 
What  about  me  'tis,  sir, 

Makes  you  love  me  so.' 

'Simple  little  lady, 

Hast  thou  not  been  told 
That  thy  silken  tresses 

Shine  like  burnislied  gold?' 

'  Answer  that  is  none,  sir ; 

I  need  scarcely  say, 
Even  golden  hair,  sir. 

Quickly  turns  to  gray.' 

'  Modest  litde  lady. 

Clearest  summer  skies — 

Blue,  and  calm,  and  cloudless- 
Pale  beside  thine  eyes.' 


'  Ah  :  but  you  must  own,  sir, 
Though  that  may  be  true. 

Age  will  never  spare,  sir. 
Eves  of  deeDest  blue.' 
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Tin:    iiri)    NTK^IKV    >IORV. 

'Cruel  link'  !,i(]y, 

Sliall  1  pr.usc  ihy  lips, 

Or  til}'  r.iiry  riii:,'L"r,s, 
\\"\[h  lliei?'  iu-,y  tijis  ?' 

■  riicir  will  (  oniL  ;i  dav.  sir, 
When  these  liamls  shall  lie 

(Juiet,  and  these  lips,  sir, 
Xever  frame  rejily.' 

'Then,  in\  littk  lady, 

1  can  only  say 
That  it  was  th\  L;oodncss 

Stole  my  heart  away.' 

'Goodness,  not  my  own,  sir, 

Given  each  ilay  anew. 
Lo\  "'-t  tlion  me  tor  that,  sir? 
Then  I  luve  thee  too.' 


THE  OLD  MRSKKV  .SfORV. 

J.  W.   C. 

She  was  like  a  dolly,  so  bonny  and  wee  ; 

And  oft  at  the  gloamin'  she'd  sit  on  my  knee  ; 

I'd  pal  her  soft  cheek  while  my  hand  she  would  hold, 

And  always  the  old  nursery  story  1  told  : 

'There  onrc  was  a  Princess;  gold,  gold  was  her  hair; 
She  sat  in  her  bower,  and  pined  in  despair ; 
Till  by  came  a  Prince,  and  the  fair  one  he  si)ied  ; 
And  he  was  the  king  then,  and  she  was  the  bride.' 


inF.  ciiii.r)  AND   ini:  tiu'MHIkin. 

'Ilic  \cars  have  siicil  onward,  and  now  she's  grown  up 
lint  slill  at  the  gloamin'  she  sits  in  my  lap  ; 
She  [iresst;.  ;■:";,  I, and,  while  I  kiss  her  soft  chjek, 
And  still  of  the  old  nursery  story  we  speak  : 

'There  once  was  a  Prii-rcess  ;  gold,  gold  was  her  hair, 
She  sal  in  her  bower,  and  pinetl  in  (les[)air  ; 
Till  by  came  a  i'rmce,  and  the  fair  one  he  spied  ; 
And  /  am  the  king  now,  and  ///('//  art  the  bride.' 
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TIIF.  (TUld)  A\l>  TIIK  TIIUMRIKIX.^-J.   R. 

•  Oh  say,  litUe  Thumbikm,  where  do  you  dwell  ?  ' 
'Sometimes  on  the  mountam,  sometimes  in  the  dell; 
Sometimes  on  the  heath,  and  sometimes  in  the  corn  ; 
Souietiines  in  the  chamber  where  babies  are  born  ; 
Now  hither,  now  thither;  the  hall  or  the  cell  : 

But  where  it  is  moonli  zhi  1  best  love  to  dwell.' 

'Oh  say,  little  Thumbikin,  what  do  you  eat?' 

•  The  purest  of  honey  yields  me  the  best  meat ; 
I  suck  from  the  cups  of  the  choicest  of  flowers ; 
I  rob  the  wilil-bee  when  he  's  laboured  for  hours, 
.\  mushroom  my  table,  and  dew  for  my  wine, 

\\  hat  mortal  can  equal  my  feast  when  I  dine?' 


'Oh  say.  little  Thumbikin,  what's  your  employ?' 
'  I  soothe  little  babies  when  pain  makes  them  cry; 
1  bring  pleasant  lireams  to  their  fancy  in  sleep; 
I  romp  with  good  boys,  and  I  run  and  I  leap. 
Sometimes  as  a  hare  or  a  ponv  I  m  seen  ; 
Sometimes  as  a  housemaid  I  sweep  the  tloor  clean. 


38  KIKST   TIMK    AT    (  IH'KiIt. 

'I  punish  the  iiau-ht\.  tlic  i'lL'  ones  scare, 

And  lo\c  to  sec  L;oo(hiLSs  abound  cVLvywhcrc. 

And  you,  little  worldling,  who  ask  mc  the^e  tilings. 

If  you  "re  good,  will  possess  all  that  goodness  hliU  bruigs  ; 

For  goodness  will  ever  hear  with  it  a  rhann  ; 

And  'I'lunnliikin  never  docs  good  children  harm.' 


"IRST  TIMI'.  AT  CIIl'RCII.— Smphik  A.  M.  James. 

A  grave,  sweet  wonder  in  the  baby  face, 
And  look  of  mingled  dignity  and  grace, 
Sucli  as  a  painter's  hand  might  love  to  trace. 

A  pair  of  trusting,  innocent  blue  eyes, 

Tliat  higher  than  the  stained-glass  window  rise, 

Into  the  fair  and  cloudless  sununer  skies. 

The  people  round  her  sing  :  '  Above  the  sky 
There's  rest  for  little  children  when  they  die' — 
To  her.  thus  gazing  up,  that  rest  seems  nigh. 

The  organ  peals  :  she  must  not  locjk  around, 
.Mthough  with  wonderment  her  pulses  bound — 
'I'he  place  whereon  slie  stands  is  holy  ground. 

The  sermon  over,  and  the  blessing  said. 

She  bows — as  'mother'  does- -her  gohlen  head, 

And  thinks  of  little  sister  who  is  dead. 


She  knows  that  now  she  dwells  above  the  sky, 
^\'here  holy  children  enter  when  they  die. 
And  prays  dod  take  her  tliere  too,  b\-and-l)y. 

Pet,  may  lie  keep  you  in  tht-  faith  alway. 

And  bring  you  to  that  home  for  which  vou  rirav. 

Where  all  shall  have  their  child-hearts  back  one  day  ! 


AI.I.    I  111-.    »  IIII.nKKN'. 
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Al.l-  TllK  CHILDKi'.N       Anwx. 
I  su]t|)OSL'  if  all  the  chiUlrcn 

Who  have  lived  throui^h  the  ayes  lony 
Were  (  oUected  and  insjiected. 

Tiiey  would  make  a  wondrous  throng. 
()  the  babble  of  the  15abel  1 

( )  the  flutter  and  the  fuss  ! 
To  l)e.t,nn  with  Cain  and  Abel, 

And  to  finish  up  with  us. 

Think  of  all  the  men  and  women 

Who  are  now  and  who  have  been — 
Every  nation  since  creation 

That  this  world  of  ours  has  seen  ! 
And  of  all  of  them,  not  any 

Hut  was  once  a  baby  small  ; 

While  of  Children,  O  how  many 

Have  not  grown  up  at  all  ! 

Some  have  never  laughed  or  spoken, 

Never  used  their  rosy  feet  ; 
Some  have  even  tlown  to  heaven 

Kre  they  knew  tliat  earth  was  sweet. 
And,  indeed,  I  wonder  whether. 

If  we  reckon  every  birth, 
.'\nd  bring  such  a  flock  together, 

There  is  room  for  them  on  earth. 

Who  will  wash  their  smiling  faces  ? 

Who  their  saucy  ears  will  box  ? 
Who  vill  dress  them  and  caress  them  ? 

Who  will  darn  their  little  socks  ? 
Where  are  arms  enough  to  hold  them  ? 

Hands  to  pat  each  shining  head  ? 
Who  will  praise  them  ?     Who  will  scold  them  ? 

Who  will  pack  them  off  to  bed  ? 
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IIIK    ri'o     IfiAl    WKM     (»UT     Id    I'INK. 

l.itllc  Iki])])}'  ( ■liristi.iii  <  hildrcn, 

l.ittlc  savage  childicn  Uio, 
In  all  stages,  of  all  aires. 

That  our  planet  ever  knew  ; 
Little  princes  ami  ])rincesses, 

Little  beggars  wnii  and  faint  — 
Sonic  in  very  handsome  dresses, 

Naked  some,  bedaubed  with  pauU. 

Only  think  of  the  confinicjn 

Sucli  a  motley  erowd  would  make, 
And  the  clatter  of  their  chatter, 

And  the  things  that  they  would  break 
{)  the  babble  of  the  I'.abel  ! 

(  )  the  tlutter  and  the  fuss  ! 
To  l)egin  with  Cain  and  Abel, 

And  to  hnish  off  with  us. 


T1I1-,  I'lCS  THAT  \Vi:.\T  OUT  To   DIXK. 

Two  i)oor  lutle  Piggies  had  lost  their  mamma 

IJefore  they  had  (juite  learnt  to  eat, 
So  a  good  kind  lady  then  gave  them  a  home, 

For  fear  they  should  die  in  the  street. 


She  made  them  a  bed  in  a  basket  so  warm, 
And  lined  it  with  sweet-smelling  hay  ; 

So  the  ])Oor  little  ])igs  were  as  snug  as  could  be 
And  lived  in  it  both  night  and  day. 

But  as  they  grew  bigger  she  made  them  a  house 

(")f  wood,  with  a  fencing  all  round  ; 
/\nd  nice  clean  fresii  straw  she  had  put  in  the  bed. 

So  thev  had  not  to  bleep  on  the  i:round. 


IHl".    MDlNTAIN    AM)    TIIK    SQUIRRF.I,, 
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One  (lay  these  two  pi.ugifs  [,'rc\v  tired  of  tlicir  luinie, 
And  for  dinner  llity  tliouj;lit  ihey  'd  ,H'i  "Ut. 

So  tliey  ,L,'rul)l)ed  a  lar|^e  liole  underiieatli  the  nice  fence, 
With  the  .lid  of  each  strong  hltle  hUuiil. 

Tlirungh  tliis  tliey  walked  out  as  yrand  as  rould  he  ; 

Tliere  wasn't  a  creature  in  sight  ; 
And  they  galloped  and  capered  about  the  big  \artl, 

And  grunted  and  sijueaked  with  dehglu. 

But  all  of  a  sudden  these  naughty  young  things 

Cirew  as  cjuiet  as  two  little  mice. 
For  the  liouse-door  w.is  open  :   \i  they  could  get  in, 

They  thought  it  would  he  very  nice. 

So  into  the  liall  then  they  trotted,  and  on 
Througii  the  half-open  dining-room  door, 

And  as  it  was  dinner-time,  snapped  up  some  peas 
Which  baby  had  dropped  on  the  tloor. 

I'.ut  soon  they  forgot  what  jjlace  they  were  in, 

And  grunted  whilst  walking  in  line  ; 
And  oh  !  iiow  the  children  and  father  did  laugh 

At  the  pigs  that  had  come  in  to  dine. 


THK  MOUNTAIN  AND  THE  SQUIRREL. 

yt  Fable.  —  Km  KRsf )N'. 

The  mountaiii  and  the  squirrel 

Had  a  cjuarrd, 

And  the  former  called  the  latter  ■  T  ='tle  prig.' 

'  Vou  are  doubtless  very  big, 
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TFnnv. 


T'.iit  all  sorts  of  things  and  weather 

Must  be  taken  in  together 

To  make  up  a  year, 

And  a  sphere  : 

And  I  think  it  no  thsgrace 

To  occupy  my  place. 

If  I  am  nut  so  lar^e  as  yoti, 

Vou  are  not  so  small  as  1, 

And  ni)t  half  so  spry  : 

1    11  n<il  deny  you  make 

A  very  pretty  scjuirrel  track. 

Talents  differ;  all  is  well  and  wisely  put  , 

If  /  cannot  carry  forests  on  my  back, 

Neither  can  ](>!(  crai  k  a  nut.' 


TKDDV.-Makv   i.k  I'.kiNE. 

Teddy-bo)  by  the  uindow  stands 

\Vat<hin^  the  leaves  as  they  downward  fall, 
Watchini;  the  sluulow?,  that  L;aiher  so  last. 

And  hearing  the  birds  to  their  children  call. 
What  is  my  little  boy  thinking  about, 

Standing  so  silently  there  ? 
And  why  th.ose  tears  in  his  ])retty  blue  eyes? 

Ami  that  Irown  on  his  forehead  so  fair? 


Teddy  is  trying  perhaps  to  forget 

That  a  boy  he  knows  of.  and  just  his  size, 
Has  been  very  naughty — so  much  so,  indeed, 

That  the  little  boy';;  mamma  had  tears  in  //fr  eyes. 
15ut  Ted  >  an't  forget,  tliough  he  tries  very  hard. 

And  he  thinks  his  mamma  might  sjjcak, 
And  he  wisiies  it  wouUin  t  grow  dark  so  soon, 

And  -  a  tear  rolls  down  his  cheek. 
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ItKD'l  IMK. 

The  little  brown  birds  to  tluir  children  r.\]], 

liut  no  one  rails,  'Teddy,  come  here,  my  pet ! 
And  mother's  kisses  and  twilight  songs 

Are  go(jd  things  Teddy  can  never  forget. 
IJiil  kisses  and  songs  are  for  good  little  iioys, 

So  Teddy  inust  go  without, 
Unless  he  is  sorry  and  says  so     tlun 

Mannna  will  forgive  him,  no  doubt. 

Oh  I  fast  fall  the  shadows,  and  fast  fall  the  tears 

Down  a  pair  of  cheeks  flushing  so  red  ; 
And  presently—'  Teddy  is  sorry  I  '  sobs  he, 

And  mother's  breast  pillows  a  gohkn  iiead. 
Tiien  fast  fall  the  kisses  on  (  heek  and  on  lnow, 

And  tliou^h  it  is  twilight,  you  know, 
\'el  lo  Teddy  and  m.unina  tlie  sunshine  has  come 

Like  the  warnilh  ol  a  noonday's  glow. 
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Pil'".I)ri.Ml\. —  MaKC.ARI   I    \  ANIHXiRIKT. 

*  Indeed  and  indee'l  I  am  not  sleepy  ; 

I  want  a  story,  o..e  story,  oh  please  ! 
My  eyelids  just  feel  a  little  creepy, 

And  my  head  wouM  like  to  lie  on  your  knees.' 

'It 's  the  .Sand-man  making  your  eyeliils  creepy,' 

I  say  as  I  stroke  the  curly  head  , 
'My  darling  is  ver)-,  very  sleepy. 

And  here  comes  nurse  to  take  her  to  bed.' 


'Just  a  minute,  mamma,  a  little  minute! 

1  luiven't  finislied  my  dolly's  hood  ; 
I  ieii  liie  needle  aii  snckmg  m  it, 

And  she  has  to  have  it— 1  said  she  should.' 
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'  I  will  finish  the  hon,]  for  doUy.  sweetheart ; 

She  shall  have  it  to-irght,  as  her  mother  said  ; 
But  the  dark  has  come,  ard  the  stars  are  shining, 

And  nurse  is  waiting;  so  go  to  bed.' 

'  But  I  left  my  dolly  under  the  willow, 

Without  her  hat  or  her  little  shawl, 
AVith  only  an  apple  for  her  pillow, 

And  nothing  over  her— nothing  ai  all ! 

'  I  will  bring  her  in,  and  to-morrow  morning 
^  ou  shall  find  her  under  her  patchwork  spread, 

All  safe  and  s^^und,  with  her  hood  beside  her  : 
So  ki>s  nie,  l)al)y,  and  go  to  bed.' 

'  T  was  cross  this  morning,  and  whipped  my  kittens 
Because  they  wouldn't  play  horses  right ; 

And  I  rubbed  a  coal  on  my  little  new  mittens; 
Forgive  me,  m;nnma  ;  I  'm  sorr)-  to-night.' 

A  clinging  hug,  and  a  dozen  kisses, 

From  lips  that  are  S(jft,  and  warm,  and  red. 

'  I  forgive  you,  darling;   1  know  you  're  sorry; 
l.ove  mamma  always— and  go  to  bed.' 


'Ah,  mamma  darling,  it  's  very  lonely; 

I  think  I  would  like  to  wait  for  you  ; 
The  bed  is  so  big  with  just  me  only. 

Why  .ire  iw/  waiting  ?     \  ou  /;//;■///  come  too.' 

'  \ou  will  be  asleep  in  a  minute.  ])rccious. 

Aftt'r  you  lay  down  your  little  head  ; 
And  when  y,)u  wake  >ou  will  fin.,  me  bv  vou. 

l)ne  kiss,  and  then  you  /////s/  go  to  bed  ! ' 


A    DIXEITFUI.    APPKARANXF. 
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A  DECEITFUL  APPEARAXCK.-Axon. 

His  eyes  wore  l)riglit,  his  nose  was  i)u-,  and  black  as  any 
coal, 

And  on  Iiis  neck  a  collar  liung,  with  belis  around  the  wholf. 

Upon  the  velvet  seat  he  sat,  and  out  the  window  lar 

His  eyes  were  fixed.  How  fine  it  was  in  that  grand  palace- 
car  ! 

But  '=oon  a  stern  conductor  came,  and  frowned  upon  the 
pet; 

'Dogs  travel  in  another  ])lace  ;  the  rules,  ma'am,  you  forget.' 
The  lady  sighed  and  bit  her  lip  :  '  Dear  me,  sir,  is  that  so  ? 
\'uu  -d   better    let   him    stay.     I  'm   sure  )ou  cannot   make 

him  go,' 
Vrith  lofty  look,  'We  '11  see  to  that,'  the  dignitary  said. 
'Here,  porter  !  come  and  lend  a  hand  : '     Then  to  the  task 

they  sped. 

And  bravely  from  his  wrinkled  back  they  drew  the  fleecy 
lug — 

lint  turned  awa>  with  awkward  smiles.  It  was  a  porrelain 
P'ly- 


THE  TIFF.— Axon. 

Two  little  people  who  couldn't  agree 

Were  having  a  tiff,  and  were  mad  as  could  be ; 

They  looked  at  each  othei  in  silence  a  while, 

Till  a  sudden  glad  thought  made  one  of  tl.em  smile. 

Said  she,  'Say,  you  ain't  rvv-r  mad,  are  you,  I!e>sie?' 

'Well— no,'  said  the  other;  '  nor  iw/,  are  \ou,  Jessie?' 

'Thru  let  us  make  up,'  little  Jessie  suggested. 
'Well— you  be  the  one  to  /viv//.'  IVssV.vmpvt,-,! 
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A    I'.IJIM. 


LESSON. 


But  that  didn't  suit.     So  the  titT  lingered  still, 
While  the  smuU-si/.od  disputants  were  claiming  iheir  will, 
^Vhcn— what  do  you  think  brought  at  last  sunny  weather? 
just  this  :  lliey  agreed  io—i'Ci^i/i  both  togdlier. 


A  BUILDER'S  LESSON.— Toiin  Bovle  ORf.illy. 

How  shall  I  a  habit  break  ? 
As  you  did  that  habit  make. 
As  you  gathered,  you  must  lose ; 
As  you  yielded,  now  refuse. 
Thread  by  thread  the  strands  we  twist 
Till  they  bind  us,  neck  and  wrist ; 
Thread  by  thread  the  patient  hand 
Must  untwine  ere  free  we  stand. 
As  we  builded,  stone  by  stone, 
We  must  toil,  unhelped,  alone, 
Till  the  wall  is  overthrown. 

But  remember,  as  we  try, 
Lighter  every  test  goes  by  : 
Wading  in,  the  stream  grovs  deep 
Toward  the  centre's  downward  SNy^eep  ; 
Backward  turn,  each  step  ashore 
Shallower  is  thru  that  before. 


Ah  '.  the  precious  years  we  waste 
Levelling  what  we  raised  in  haste; 
Doing  what  must  be  undone 
l''re  content  or  love  be  won  ! 
First,  across  the  guif  wc  cast 
Kite-borne  threads,  till  lines  are  passed 


THE    TALKING    CROW. 
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THE  TALKING  CROW.— Marian  Douglas. 

Oh,  this  world's  friendship — let  it  go  ! 

When  Davy,  Tom,  and  I,  together, 
Were  thoughtless  boys,  and  hoi)e  was  bright. 

And  care  weighed  lighter  than  a  feather, 
What  cool  disdain  we  used  to  show 
To  our  iioor  schoolmate,  '  Dusky  Joe  ! ' 

W^e  barred  him  out  from  all  our  play, 
His  childish  arts  to  win  us  scorning  ; 

Laughed  at  his  poor,  patched  clothes,  and  mocked 
His  tones  when  once  he  said  '  Good-morning  ! ' 

And  tried,  with  all  the  pride  of  race, 

Tv.  make  him  humbly  feel  his  place. 

He  watched  us,  as  he  stood  apart, 
With  wistful  eyes,  i)Oor  little  fellow  ! 

Our  hearts  were  as  green  apples  hard- 
It  is  the  ripened  fruit  that's  mellow  — 

Till  on  one  pleasant  day  in  June 

There  came  a  sudden  change  of  tune. 

'Twas  noontide  ;  and  beneath  the  trees— 
About  the  schoolhouse  we  were  lyings 

When  we  were  startled  by  a  sound, 

A  strange,  hoarse  voice  above  us  crying, 

And  loudly  calling,  '  Joe  !  Joe  !  Joe  ! ' 

Straisiht  down  among  us  flew  a  crow  1 


It  flapped  its  wings  in  its  delight 
To  find  the  master  if:  was  seeking, 

Repeating  o'er  and  o'er  his  name 
As  plainly  as  I  now  am  speaking ; 

And  rubbed  against  the  boy's  dirk  cheek 

T4  1 » J 


U1-,.l.    u. 


48  DAV-DREAMS. 

In  silence  lest  the  marvel  flew, 

But  thrilling  with  delight  imboiinded, 

A  ring  of  eager  boys  and  girls 

The  i>roud  and  happy  Joe  surrounded  ; 

Possessor  of  this  matchless  i)rize, 

He  was  transfigured  in  their  eyes. 

'Twas  Fortune's  bird  for  him.     We  all, 
At  once,  his  comradeship  were  wishing ; 

Tom  shared  his  seat  that  afternoon  ; 
He  went  next  day  with  Davy  fishing; 

And  I  said,  '  Come  and  see  me,  Joe, 

And  please  do  bring  the  talking  crow ! ' 

I  was  no  worse  than  other  boys, 

1  think,  perhaps  ;  nor  Tom  nor  Davy. 

One  is  a  preacher  in  the  West, 
And  one  a  surgeon  in  the  navy ; 

But  selfish  little  types  were  we 

Of  what  mankind  is  opt  to  be. 

Tlie  love  that  has  no  thought  of  self, 
I)Ut  finds  its  happiness  in  giving, 

It  is  the  one  good  thing  in  life 

That  really  makes  it  worth  the  living. 

But  this  world's  friendship     let  it  go; 

I  do  not  own  a  talking  crew  ! 


DAY-DREAMS.— Haurif.t  TRowruincF. 

'Oh,  tell  me,  pretty  Alice,  tell  me,  I  pray, 

\Vhere  you  have  been  wandVing  this  midsummer  day?' 

'  I  have  been  travelling  in  a  fxr-away  land,' 
i'retiy  Alice  replied,  uilii  u  \\u\i;  ui  iiei  iiaiui. 


DAV-DRtAMS.  49 

'  But  I  sec  no  dust  on  your  white  silken  hose, 
And  \  L'lu-  gown  is  as  fresh  as  a  wild  pink  rose.' 

'  In  that  far-away  country  all  highways  are  clean 
As  the  silvery  sands,  and  all  valleys  are  green.' 

'  Hut  your  step  is  so  light,  so  merry  your  smile — 
How  can  you  have  travelletl  so  many  a  mile?' 

'The    brooks    they   have    helped   me,    the    birds   with   their 

wings, 
The  bees,  and  the  blossoms,  and  numberless  things ! ' 

'  Oh,  what  is  the  language  they  use  in  that  land  ? 
And  when  it  is  spoken  can  jv/i  understand?' 

'Ah,  yes  ;  the  grasses,  the  birds,  and  the  flowers 
Speak  ever  a  language  far  softer  than  ours  ! ' 

'  Who  rules  that  strange  country  ?     A  king  ?  or  a  queen  ? 
And  what  lords  and  ladies,  mayhap,  have  you  seen?' 

'  Of  kings  and  of  princes  there  's  many  a  one. 
Vet  no  freer  country  lies  under  the  sun. 

'  !•  air  queens  and  great  ladies  walk  through  the  gay  towns. 
In  soft  satin  sandals  and  fine  silken  gowns. 

'  There  are  soldiers  in  armour  on  fieriest  steeds ; 
Arcadian  shepherds,  a-piping  their  reeds  ; 

'  .\r,d  happy-faced  children  go  playing  at  will 

O'er  sweet-scented  meadows  and  woodland  antl  hill, 

'With  )iever  a  sorrow  to  cause  them  a  tear, 
And  never  a  sigh  in  that  land,  do  you  hear? 

'Tlie  bright  little  daisies  look  up  as  you  pass, 
io  suule  a  "good-mornmg,    and  even  the  grass 


so 


RICHES    AND    rKll.NDMllP. 


Nods  i)lcav\ntly  U)0,  as  you  saunter  along, 


Wlicre  a  frolicsoi 
hik 


nc  brook  sings  a  jubilant  song 


Oh,  linger  awhile,  \ 


[jrctty 


Al 


ice, 


I  pray, 


Anil  show  nic 


the  road  to  that  country  today 


The  only  road  leads  throu 


h  a  ga 


Icwav  of  gold, 


.1  key  you  must  hold 


Which  would  you  oper 

'Ah  !  wait,  pretty  Alice,  and  lay  in  my  hand 
Voitr  key,  till  I  enter  diis  wonderful  land  ! ' 

'Nay,  none  can  be  borrowed,'  she  said,  with  a  sigh, 
Turning  slowly  away,  and  passing  me  by. 

Long  after  that  time,  and  for  many  a  day, 

I  sought  far  antl  near,  often  wand'ring  that  way, 

But  found  not  the  gate  and  its  marvellou.  key 
That  should  open  that  wonderful  land  to  me. 


ii 


RICHES  Ax\l)  FRIENDSHIP.  -J.   H. 

A  certain  man  of  vast  estate, 
And  generous  mind  withal. 

So  freely  spent  it  on  his  friends, 
lie  soon  had  none  at  all. 

His  fickle  friends  discovered  this, 
And  then  their  worth  they  showed  ; 

They  left  him,  nor  e'en  paid  the  debt 
Of  gratitude  they  owed. 

Ere  long  the  man  got  rich  again — 
Much  richer  than  before  ; 


L   iilVl       tl  »  W-) 


Came  nosv— expecting  more 


THK    I'.UOKKN    TOY. 

Thf  iiKin  li;icl  l)y  this  time,  howc'cr, 

A  lesson  .t^ixMl  been  Liught  ; 
Ami  strai-lu  he  sent  them  all  away, 

With  the  large  sum  of — naught ! 

Vrienls,  he  luul  learned,  do  round  us  Hoc  k 

When  we  are  rich  and  great ; 
But  when  want  conies  and  troubles  use, 

They  leave  us  to  our  late. 

And  he  had  learned  what  oft  is  seen 

When  friends  are  in  reciuest, 
That  those  of  whom  we  think  the  least 

Turn  out  to  be  the  best. 


s» 


THK  BROKEN  T()Y.-J.   H. 

A  broken  toy  :     What  memories  cling 
Around  this  half-forgotten  thing  ; 
What  babydaughter  seems  to  rise. 
Like  old,  delightful  melodies  ; 
WHiat  shouts  of  wordless,  tuneful  joy 
At  sight  of  this  poor  broken  toy  ! 

Oh,  tiny  feet  that  would  not  rest ! 
Oh,  dear  head  pillowed  on  our  breast ! 
What  would  we  give  to  hold  agam 
The  form  we  lost,  'mid  tears  and  pam  ! 
Ah,  child  :  the  empty  cot  is  ours, 
But  thine  the  sunshine  and  the  flowers  ! 


What  could  we  give  thee,  shoul.lst  thou  come 

iu   SiViliC    LlL^t^wl    Ui-v::    •-■■•j     -  • 


lORhlf.N     [.AMIS. 

Su(  h  lilllr  pleasures  as  we  know 
In  this,  (uir  twilight  life  l)elow; 
Sonic  trau'uicnts  of  canh's  paltry  joys, 
A  handful  of  its  broken  toys  1 

How  cahn  thy  lot  ! — for  ever  blest ; 
How  exquisite  thy  haj)py  rest! 
How  changeless,  joyful,  and  serene. 
Compared  with  what  thy  lot  had  been 
AVith  us — whose  tUetin^s  clouded  joys 
Arc  at  their  best  but  broken  toys  ! 


FURKUIN    LANDS.    -R(ii;kki    I.olm.s  Sikvi.n.>oN. 

Up  into  the  cherry-tree 

Who  should  climb  but  little  me! 

I  held  the  trunk  with  both  my  hands 

And  looked  abroad  on  foreign  lands. 

I  saw  the  next-door  garden  He, 
Adorned  \Nith  flowers,  before  my  eye, 
And  many  pleasant  places  more 
That  I  had  never  seen  before. 

I  saw  the  dimpling  ri\er  pass 
And  be  the  sky's  blue  looking-glass; 
The  dusty  roads  go  up  and  down 
With  people  tramping  into  town. 


1 


If  I  would  find  a  higher  tree 
Fardier  and  farther  1  should  see, 


*    *J     \WH_1  1-     tliv- 


_i;.,^ 
r,:;^;; 


Into  the  sea  among  the  ships ; 


TllK    SiMI.r    I-EARI.S. 

To  wlurr  the  roads  on  cither  liaml 
Lead  onward  into  taiiyland, 
Where  all  the  cliildren  dine  at  five, 
And  all  llie  playthings  come  alive. 
(Hy  kiiia  i.crmi.bioii  of  Cluulc.  liaxUr,  L.vi-) 
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THE  SlMl/r  PKARl.S.— TuKMii. 

His  (  ourtiers  of  the  caliph  crave  : 
'Oh,  say  how  this  may  be, 

That  of  thy  slaves,  this  lahiop  skive 
lb  best  beloved  by  thee  ? 

•  For  he  is  ugly  as  the  night  ; 

And  when  has  ever  chose 
A  nightingale  for  its  delight 

A  hueless,  scentless  rose  ? ' 

The  caliph  then  :  '  No  features  fair, 
Nor  comely  mien  is  his  : 

Love  is  the  beauty  he  doth  wear, 
And  love  his  glory  is. 

'  When  once  a  camel  of  my  train 

Fell  in  a  narrow  street. 
From  broken  casket  rolled  amain 

Rich  pearls  before  my  fe'et. 

'  I,  winking  to  the  slaves,  that  I 
Would  freely  give  them  those  ; 

At  once  upon  the  spoil  they  fly, 
The  costly  boon  to  sei/.e. 
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\    HINT. 

■  One  .iiilv  at  iin   side  mii.iuuil  — 

r.L'sick-  lliis  l',lluo|)  niiiic  ; 
IK',  moveless  us  the  steed  !ie  reined, 

llehind  me  sat  alone. 

'  "  W  liLi  will  thy  gain,  ;;ood  fellow,  be 
'I'lius  lingering  at  my  side  ?  "' 

"  My  king,  that  I  shall  railhlully 
Ila\e  guarded  thee  1  "  he  cried. 

'True  servant's  title  he  may  wear, 

1  Iv  (/nly  who  has  not  — 
For  his  lord's  gifts,  how  rirh  soe'er — 

His  lord  liimself  forgot.' 


A   HIN 


-.\M)\. 


( )tir  Paisy  lay  down 

111  her  httle  night-gown. 
And  kissed  me  again  and  again, 

On  hjrehead  and  cheek. 

On  lips  that  would  speak. 
But  found  themselves  shut  to  their  gain. 

Then  foolish,  absurd, 

'I'd  utter  a  word, 
I  asked  her  the  (juestion  so  old. 

That  wife  and  that  lover 

.•\sk  over  and  over, 
As  if  they  were  surer  when  told. 

There,  dose  at  her  side, 
'  Do  you  love  me  ?  '   I  rried  ; 
She  lifted  her  golden-crowned  head, 
A  jiuzzled  surprise 


oi'iunc   ii'i  uer 


;  1  iL  y     V-  V 


ves- 


Why,  that  is  why  I  kiss  you  !'  she  said. 


SOMEBOnv's    MdtHI.R. 
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S()Mi:i'.<>I>NS   MoTIIl'.R. 


The  woiiKin  WM^  «)1'1.  'iixl  ''i.- 
Aiul  l)eiU  Willi  the  (hi 


(1,  ,inil  ''r.iy, 


iA'  ihc  winUT'^  ilay 


The  street  w.is  \V( 


t  with  :i  lei  eiit  snuw, 


Ami  the  won). Ill's  K  et  we 


re  iiL'etl  aii'l  sU)W. 


Slie  i)asse(l  unheeded 


her  teeh 


le  form 


Was  poorly  clad  lor  the  winter  storm. 

She  stood  at  the  crossing,  and  waile.l  long. 


Alone,  uncare 


d  for,  amid  the  throng 


Of  human  beings  who  passed  her  by, 
Nor  heeded  the  glance  of  her  anxious  eye. 


t    with  laughter  and  shout. 


Down  tlie  stree 


Glad  in  the  freedom  of  school  let  out, 

Came  the  boys,  like  a  tlo(  k  of  sheep, 
Hailing  the  snow  piknl  white  and  deep, 


Pa^t  the  woman 


so  old  and  gray, 


Hastened  the  children  on  their  way, 


Nor  offered  a  he 


'll)inj 


liand  to  her, 


So  meek,  so  timid,  afraid  to  stir 


Lest  the  rarriage-w 


■heels  or  the  horses'  feel 


Should  crowd  her  down  in  the  slippery 


street. 


At  last  came  one  of  the  merry  troop- 


The  gaye 


,1  laddie  of  all  the  group 


,1     ^-liicl 


ne  iKiLiMcii  >'< 


■  I  '11  hell)  you  across  if  you  wish  to  go. 


5^' 


A     I  III.     I.ISSDV. 


Ilrr  sh,  kiiiL;  Ii.iiid  on  ln->  stroiii;,  yoiiii:,'  arm 
She  pl.Kcii,  and  so,  without  hiiil  or  haim, 

He  guided  her  trembling,'  teet  alonj:?, 
Proud  that  his  own  were  firm  and  strong. 

Then  hark  a-aii;  to  his  friends  lie  went, 
His  youn-  heart  happy  and  well  (ontent. 

'She  's  sopiehodys  mother,  boys,  you  know, 
For  all  she  's  old,  and  poor,  and  slow  ; 

'And  I  hojie  some  fellow  .vill  len  !  a  hand 
To  hcip  my  mother,  you  understand, 

'  If  ever  so  poor,  and  old.  ,i!:d  gray. 
When  her  own  dear  boy  is  far  away.' 

And  'somebody's  mother'  bowed  low  her  head 
In  her  home  that  ni-lu,  and  the  prayer  she  said 


Was— '(".od  be  kind  to  the  noble  boy, 
Who  is  somebody's  son,  and  pride,  and  Joy 


I ' 


A   I  IFK-LKSSOxV.— J.  W.   Riuy. 

There  !   little  girl  ;  ddn't  cry  ! 

They  have  broken  your  doll,  I  know; 
And  your  tea-set  blue, 
And  your  playhouse  too, 
.Are  things  of  the  long  ago  ; 
l>ut  childisii  troubles  will  soon  ])ass  by- 
There  !  little  girl;  don't  cry! 


HOW    III     IIII.riK    lll.MSKLF. 

There!  littU-  K'rl  ••  'l<J'i't  •^''y  ' 

Tlicy  liavc  l)n)k<.n  youi  .^l.Uc,  I  know; 
Ami  the  gl-ul,  wild  ways 
( )(  your  s(  houl  t;irl  days 
Arc  tilings  of  the  loni^  ago  ; 
I'.ul  hlc  and  love  will  soon  come  by- 
There  !   little  girl  ;  don't  cry  ! 

There  !  little  girl  ;  don't  cry  ! 

They  haw  broken  your  heart,  I  know ; 
And  the  rainbow  gleams 
Of  vour  youthful  dreams 
Are  things  of  the  long  ago  ; 
15ut  Heaven  holds  all  for  which  you  sigh- 
Th.ere  !  litde  girl ;  don't  cry. 


SI 


HOW   HE  HKl.PKD   HIMSl.LF. 

'  Help  yourself,  help  yourself,  little  boy,  ('o  ; 
Don't  wait  upon  others  to  wait  upon  you.' 
I'.randma  was  liolding  her  afternoon  chat, 
Knitting  and  rocking  away  as  she  sat : 

'  Look  at  tlie  birds,  how  they  buMd  their  own  nests  ; 
Watch  the  brown  bees  always  toiling  their  best ; 
Put  your  own  bands  to  the  plough  if  you  'd  thrive  ; 
Don't  waste  your  moments  in  wishing,  but  strive.' 
Up  in  her  face  looked  a  mischievous  elf; 
'  Don't  forget,  d.irling,'  said  she,  'help  yourself.' 

Afternoon  shadows  grew  drowsy  and  deep, 
C.randma  was  tranriuilly  folded  in  sleep; 
Nothing  was  heard  but  the  ol<i  fannhousc  (lork, 
PloddinL'  along  with  its  warning  tick-tock  : 


S8  MAIDKN    .\\n    \Vr  ATllF.RrncK. 

Out  from  tlie  ])aiUn-  there  came  a  loud  crash  ; 
Pussy  jumped  out  from  tlie  hearth  in  a  tlash. 
Back  to  her  chair  came  this  practical  boy, 
Steeped  to  the  ears  in  jam,  custard,  and  joy. 
Frightened,  he  cried,  '  Please,  1  've  upset  the  shelf; 
Clrandma,  1  minded,  I  did  help  myself.' 


MAIDEN  AND  WEATHERCOCK, 
fl.  \V.   l.oNT.i  i:li.i»w. 


M 


MAIDEN. 


O  weathercock  on  the  village  spire, 
With  you-r  golden  feathers  all  on  frc, 
'I'ell  me,  what  can  you  see  from  your  jierch 
Above  there  over  the  tower  of  the  church  ? 


WEATHERCOCK. 

I  can  see  the  roofs  and  the  streets  below, 
And  the  people  moving  to  and  fro  ; 
And  beyond,  without  eitlur  roof  or  street, 
The  great,  salt  sea,  and  the  fislicrman's  tleet. 

I  can  see  a  sliip  come  sailing  in 
]5eyon(l  the  headlands  and  haibour  of  Lynn, 
And  a  young  man  standing  on  »he  deck, 
With  a  silken  kerchief  round  his  neck. 


il 


Now  he  is  press'ng  it  to  h.is  lips. 
And  now  he  is  kissing  his  finger-tips, 
.'\nd  now  he  is  lifting  and  waving  his  hand. 
And  blowing  the  kisses  toward  the  land. 
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MAIIUN. 


Ah,  that  is  the  shii)  from  over  llie  sea 
That  is  bringintj;  my  lover  back  to  me, 
Bringing  my  lover  so  fond  and  uue, 
Who  does  not  change  will)  the  wind  like  you. 


WEATHERCOCK. 

If  I  change  with  all  the  winds  that  blow, 
It  is  only  because  they  made  me  so, 
And  people  wouUl  think  it  wondro-'s  strange 
If  1,  a  Weathercock,  ^,llOuld  not  change. 

()  pretty  Maiden,  so  fme  and  fan-. 

With  your  dreamy  eyes  and  your  golden  hair, 

When  you  and  your  lover  meet  to-day, 

You  will  tliank  me  for  'ooking  some  other  way. 


PAST  AND  PRK.SENT.— Tom  Hood. 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  house  where  1  was  bon,. 
The  little  window  where  the  sun 
Came  peeping  in  at  morn  ; 
He  never  came  a  wink  too  soon, 
Nor  brought  too  long  a  day, 
But  now  I  often  wish  the  night 
Had  borne  my  '^-eath  away ! 

I  remember,  I  remember 
The  roses  red  and  white, 
The  violets,  and  the  lily-cups, 
Those  llowcrs  made  of  light ! 


6o 


LITTLE    BESSIE. 


TIic  lilac  where  the  robir.  built, 
And  where  my  brother  set 
The  labiirnuni  on  his  birtlulay — 
The  tree  is  livin;^'  yet ! 

I  remember,  I  remember 

Where  I  used  to  swing, 

And  thought  the  air  must  rush  as  fresh 

To  swallows  on  the  wing  ; 

My  spirit  tlew  in  feathers  then. 

That  is  so  heavy  now, 

And  summer  pools  could  hardly  cool 

The  fever  on  my  brow  ! 

I  remember,  I  remember 

The  fir-trees  dark  and  high ; 

I  used  to  think  their  slender  tops 

Were  close  against  the  sky  : 

It  was  a  childish  ignorance, 

But  now  'tis  litUe  joy 

To  know  1  'm  farther  off  from  heav'n 

Than  when  I  was  a  bo). 


LlTTi.K  I5KSSIE.— A.  D,  V.   Randolph. 

'  Hug  me  closer,  closer,  mother, 

Put  your  arms  around  me  tight  ; 
I  am  cold  and  tired,  mother. 

And  I  feel  so  strange  to-night ! 
Something  hurts  me  here,  dear  mother, 

Like  a  stone  upon  my  breast ; 
Oh,  1  wonder,  wonder,  mother, 

\\'hy  it  is  I  cannot  rest. 


T.ITTI.K    r.F.SSIK. 

'Just  l)eforc  the  lamp  was  Yvj^htcd, 

Just  before  the  cliildien  came, 
While  the  room  was  very  quiet, 

I  heard  some  one  call  my  name. 
All  at  once  the  window  opened  : 

In  a  field  were  lambs  and  slieep  ; 
Some  from  out  a  brook  were  dnnkmL,', 

Some  were  lying  fast  asleei). 

'  But  I  could  not  see  llie  Saviour, 

Though  I  strained  my  eyes  to  see ; 
And  1  wondered  if  He  saw  me— 

Would  He  speak  to  such  as  me; 
In  a  moment  1  was  looking 

On  a  world  so  bright  and  fair, 
Wliich  was  full  of  little  children, 

And  they  seemed  so  happy  there. 

'  They  were  singing,  oh,  how  sweetly  ' 

Sweeter  songs  I  never  heard ! 
They  were  singing  sweeter,  mother, 

Than  our  litUe  yellow  bird  ; 
And  while  I  my  breath  was  holding, 

One  so  bright  upon  me  smiled. 
And  I  knew  it  must  be  Jesus, 

When  He  said,  "  Come  here,  my  child 


6i 


' "  Come  up  here,  my  little  15essie, 

Come  up  here  and  live  with  me, 
Where  the  children  never  suffer, 

Ikit  are  happier  than  you  see."' 
Then  I  thought  of  all  you  told  me 

Of  that  bright  and  happy  land  ; 
I  was  going  when  you  called  me, 

When  you  came  and  kissed  my  hand. 
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62  AP.ou  i;fn  auhem  and  tiik  angki. 

'  And  at  fiisl  1  felt  so  sorry 

You  had  called  me;   I  would  -0 — 
Oh,  to  sleep  and  never  suffer ; 

Mother,  don't  be  crying  so  ! 
Hug  me  closer,  closer,  mother. 

Put  your  arms  around  me  tight ; 
Oh,  how  much  I  love  you,  mother ; 

And  I  feel  so  strange  to-night ! ' 

And  the  motlier  i)resscd  her  closer 

To  her  overburdened  breast ; 
On  the  heart  so  near  to  breaking 

Lay  the  heart  so  near  at  rest; 
At  the  solemn  liour  of  midnight, 

In  the  darkness  calm  and  dee]), 
Lying  on  her  mother's  bosom, 

Little  Bessie  fell  asleep. 
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AliOU  BKN  ADHKM  AXD  THE  ANGEL. 

Lku'.ii   Hunt. 

Abou  Ben  Adhom— may  his  tribe  increase  !— 
Awoke  one  night  from  a  deep  tlream  of  peace, 
And  saw,  vvithin  the  moonhght  in  his  room, 
^L^kit^g  it  rich,  and  like  a  lily  in  bloom, 
An  i.ngel  writing  in  a  bock  of  gold. 
I'^Acceding  peace  had  made  Ben  Adhem  bold, 
And  to  the  presence  in  the  room  he  said  : 
'W'.iat  writest  thou  ? '     The  vision  raised  its  head. 
And  with  a  look  made  of  all  sweet  accord, 
\nswcred  :   'The  names  of  those  who  love  the  Lord.' 
'  And  is  mine  one  ?  '  said  Abou.      '  Nay,  not  so,' 
Rei)lied  the  angel.      Abou  sjjoke  more  low, 


THE    nVO    ANGELS. 

But  cheerily  still  ;  ^nd  said  :  '  I  pray  tlice,  tlicn. 

Write  me  as  one  that  loves  liis  fellow -men.' 

The  angel  wrote,  and  vanislied.     The  next  night 

It  came  again  with  a  threat  wakening  liglit, 

And  showed  the  names  whom  love  of  God  had  blest, 

And  lo !  Ben  Adhem's  name  Kd  all  the  re-,t. 
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THE  TWO  ANGELS.— T.  G.  Whittifr. 

God  called  the  nearest  angels  who  dwell  will)  Him  above ;. 
The  tenderest  one  was  P^ty,  the  dearest  one  was  Love. 

'Arise,'  He  said,  '  my  angels  !  a  wail  of  woe  and  sin 
Steals  through  the  gates  of  heaven,  and  saddens  all  witlnn. 

'My  harps  take  up  the  mournful  strain   that  from   a  lost 

world  swells,  ,  ,  ,•  ,       .1 

The  smoke    of  torment   clouds  the   light    and  blights   the 

asphodels. 
•Fly   downward  to   that  under   world,  and  on  its  souls  of 

Let    l.ove  drop  smiles  like    punshine,   and   Tity  tears  like 
rain  ! '" 

Two  faces  bowed  before  the  Throne  veiled  in  their  golden 

hair ;  1,1- 

I'our  white  wings  lessened  swiftly  down  the  d;nk  abyss  01 

air. 

The  way  was  strange,  the  flight  was  long  :  at  last  the  angels 

raine 
Where   swung    the   lost    uul    nellier    wo,  Id,   red  wrapped    m 

I  lyless  flame. 


64  THK    TEMPEST. 

There    Pity,    shuddering   wept;    but    Love,  with    faitli    too 

strong  for  fear, 
Took  heart  from  (lod's  ahnightincss  and  smiled  a  smile  of 

cheer. 

And  lo!   that  tear  of  Pity  (luenched   the  flame  whereon  it 

fell. 
And,  with   the  sunshine  of  that   smile,  hope    entered   mto 

hell  ! 

Two   unveiled    faces    full    of    joy    looked    upward    to   the 

Throne, 
Four  uhite  wings  folded  at  the  feet  of  Him  who  sat  thereon. 

And  deeper  than  the  sound  of  seas,  more  soft  than  fallmg 

flake. 
Amidst    the   hush    of  wing   and     song   the    Voice    Eternal 

spake  : 

'Welcome,    my    angels!    yc   have   brought  a  holier  joy  lo 

heaven  ; 
Henceforth    its    sweetest    song    shall    be    the    song    of   sm 

forgiven  ' ' 


THE  Tl'.MPEST.— J.  T.  Fields. 

We  were  crowded  in  the  cabin  ; 

Nut  a  man  would  dare  to  sleep : 
It  was  midnight  on  the  waters. 

And  a  storm  was  on  the  deep. 


Tis  a  fearful  thing  in  winter 

To  be  shattered  by  the  blast. 
And  to  heir  the  rattling  trumi)et 

'IM  '  i    i'.     :         ...      :-.,     *'-     :     -.'.'.-..^t     '    ' 


A    CATASTROPHK. 

So  w.-  sliuddcrcd  then.-  in  silciu  c, 
For  tlic  stoutest  held  his  l)r<.Mtli, 

Wliilc  tlic  hungry  sea  was  roarhi-. 
And  the  breakers  threatened  death. 

And  as  thus  we  sat  in  darkness, 
Kach  one  busy  in  liis  prayers, 

♦We  are  lost'.'   tlie  captain  shouted, 
And  he  stag^ijered  down  tlie  stairs. 

But  his  hllle  daughter  whispered, 
As  she  took  his  icy  hand, 

'  Isn't  (jod  upon  llie  ocean, 

Just  the  same  as  on  the  land?' 

Then  we  kissed  the  litUe  maiden, 
And  we  spoke  in  better  cheer  ; 

And  we  anchored  sale  in  harbour 
When  the  morn  '-is  shining  clear. 
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A  CATASTROPHK.  -  1'ki.i.g  Akkwright. 

No  human  being 

Who  saw  that  sight 
But  tell  a  sluuUler 

Of  pale  affright. 
He  sat  at  a  window 

'Ihree  stories  high, 
A  little  baby 

With  no  one  nigh. 
A  stranger  saw  him, 

And  stopped  to  stare  ; 
A  crowd  soon  guhered 
To  watch  him  there. 
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A    CATASTKOI'IIK. 


A  -Icam  -a  Hiitlcr  '. 

In  airy  tliglu, 
Came  past  the  window 

A  buttcrtly  bri,L;lu. 
From  fields  of  (lover 

And  perfumed  air. 
Wayfaring  insect 

Wluit  l)rouglit  you  there  ? 
The  l>al)y  saw  it, 

And  eagerly 
Reached  out  to  catch  it, 

Crowing  with  glee  ; 
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With  fat  pink  fingers 

Reached  out     and  fell! 
The  awful  horror 

No  tongue  can  tell. 
Poor  little  baby 

So  sweet  and  l)right  ! 
Pale  lips  ([uivered 

And  cheek^i  grew  white; 
Weak  women  fainted  ; 

Strong  men  grew  weak  ; 
Up  rose  one  woman's 

Heart-piercing  shriek. 


Hurrah  for  tlie  awning 

Under  the  sill  '. 
It  caught  the  baby 

And  heUl  him  still. 
Only  one  bouni  e 

Made  baby  scowl ; 
He  caught  his  breath 

And  set  up  a  howl. 


Till     >A\I)    MAN. 

All  l»lc;isi'il  ilic  .iwniiiL; 

'I'lial  had  IK)  llaw, 
lUit  a  iiKuhkr  baby 

Vou  never  saw ! 
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'ml-:  SA\I)-MAN'.  -  Klmkk   Ri'AN  Coaxes. 

I'wili^^lil  is  here  and  the  baby  i^  weary, 

Weary  of  laughing  and  weary  of  i»Uiy  ; 
Slcepydiy  comes,  and  the  eyes  of  the  darhng 

Would  close,  like  a  veil,  on  the  scenes  of  the  day. 
Calmly  she  lies  in  the  arms  of  her  mother, 

Holy  and  pure  as  an  angel  she  seems  ; 
One  little  smile,  and  a  sweet  little  dimple. 

And  baby  has  gone  to  land  of  bright  dreams. 
Hushl   noi  a  word,  not  a  footfall  around  her; 

Turn  down  the  clothes  of  die  little  white  nest. 
Turn  down  the  light,  for  the  Sand-man  ha.  found  her, 

And  angels  are  guarding  the  baby  at  rest. 


Now  as  I  look  on  this  mother's  own  treasure. 

Idol  of  homr  and  the  comfort  of  all, 
Sadly  I  think  of  the  woe  widiout  measure, 

Sorrows  that  cling,  and  the  tears  that  will  fall. 
As  I  'm  recalling  mv  own  without  number, 

Haunting  my  pillow,  when  longing  lor  re■^t, 
I  'd  keep  her  a  baby  for  ever,  to  slumber 

And  smile,  in  her  dream,  on  her  fond  mother's  brcasc. 
Hush  !  let  the  voices  l)e  gentle  around  her  ; 

Baby,  sleep  on.  while  tliy  angels  attend  ; 
Sweet  little  darling!  the  Sand-man  ha.  found  her;  ^ 

And  when  she  has  grown,  iK.iy  he  .Voii  be  a  fneiid. 
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tN    s*  III  Mil,-  |i\vs. 


IN   ><II()(  »i     D.WS.      [.   C.   Wmi  iiKR. 

Still    sit^    lilt     ^(  liijol  liuu  c    li\-    liic    ro.iil     a    rj^-cd    hr^^ir 

suniiin,L;  : 
Around  it   Mill  tiu    ^uinachs  -tow,  and   ItLu  khcrry  vines  arc 

niiiiimL;. 
^\  illim,    the    ma  .icf'.-i    (U;.-,k    is    slxii,    duel-    .-,( air'd    by    raps 

ultii  iai  ; 
'I'lu'  \var|iing  Hour,  the  lulltr'.l  ^cals,  the  jack-knife's  carved 

initial  ; 

riie    (haiToal    trcM  uc.->   on    its    walls;    it.-,    door's    wurn    sill, 
betrayi'ii; 

Ihe  leet  that,   <  reeinii-   slow   to  school,   went   stDrininj;  out 

t  )  |ilayii\:;  ! 
I.oni;  \cars  aL,'o  a  wintrr  sun  shone  over  it  at  settiii"  • 

...  ts  • 

Jat  U|)  Us  western  window-panes,  and  low  eaves'  icy  (retting. 

It   touched  the  tan-led  goklen   cuils,  and  brown   lyes  full  of 
grieNing. 

Of  one   who  still  lier  steps  delay'd  uhcii   all  the   school  were 
leaving. 

For  near  her  stood  the  little  boy  her  childish  favour  singled; 
His  cap  pull'd  low  upon  a  lace  where  pride  and  shame  were 
mingled. 
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rushing    with    restless   feet    the   snow  to  right  and   left,   he 

linger'cl. 
As  restlessly  her  tiny  hands  the  bhie-check'd  ajiron  fingcr'd. 
He  saw  her  lift  her  eyes  ;  he  felt  the  soft  hands  liglit  caressing, 
And  heard  the  tremble  of  her  V(jice,  as  if  a  fault  confessing. 

'  I  'm  sorry  that  I  spelt  the  word  :   I  hate  to  go  above  you, 

Because' — tb.e  br'jv'p.   ••vf'^  l:'"->r  r.--!! '!■.«-..-■-■.:--.   -..-..  i 

love  vou.' 
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A    PAKKNIM     ODi-,    TO    MV    SON. 
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.Slill  iiiciiiDiv  to  .1  j.;r,iyli.ui\l  man    that   :-,wca  <  luld  I  icc   is 

sliowiii^  ; 
Dcni   ,t;irl  :  tlic  grasses  on  lier  crave  have  furU    years  been 


grovvi.;^  ! 


Mc  livi      to   lc>     1,  in   life's   haul  school,  how   tew  who  jmsj 

abi    c  liiin 
Lament  t'uir  trininph  and  his  loss,  like  her— becau:,e  they 

love  him. 
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A  TAKi  \l  AL  ODi;    TO  MV  SON. 

At. ED     IIIRKI',    VKARS    AND    I  IVI     MC.NIIIS. 
I'oM     HdOI). 

'I'lioii  ha[)iiy,  happ}  elf  '. 
(But  sto])     fir-l  let  me  kiss  n  va\   that  tear)  — 

Thoii  tiny  image  01  m\     If! 
(My  love,  he  "s  poking  peas  into  ins     ir !) 

Thou  merry  laughing  sprite  : 

Witli  spirits  feather-light, 
I'ntouch'd  by  sorr  nv,  and  ui^-soil'd  t)y  sin — 
((".cod  heavens  !  the  child  is  swallowing  a  pm  I) 

Thou  !  ttlc  tri.  ky  Puck  ! 
W'th  antic  toys  so  funnily  bestuck, 
Light  as  the  singing  bird  tliat  wings  th  •  air — 
(The  door !  the  door!  he  "!'  tumbi-  down  the  stair!) 

Hiou  darling  of  lliy  ^ire  ! 
(Why,  Jane,   he'll  set  his  piu.uore  afue  !) 

Thou  imp  of  mirth  and  joy  ! 
In  love'^  dear  chain  so  strong  and  bright  a  link, 
Thou  idol  of  thy  parers — 1  Drat  the  boy  ; 

There  goes  my  ink  !) 
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I'VklN'l  AT,    ilUi:     TO    MV    S(i\'. 


'I'liiiii  (  IktuI)     I)ut  of  iMrtli  ; 
Fit  i>la)r>ll(,u-  tui   I'ays,  by  niooiili-lit  pale, 

In  liarnilc>.s  si)ort  and  niirtli, 
(I'hat  do-  will  bite  liini  if  he  ]iiill-,  its  t.iil  ') 
Thou  luunan  luinuninL;  bee,  e\t;a(  tini;  honry 
I'roni  L\  i\   blossom  in  the  world  that  blows, 
Sin-inL,'  in  Youth's  I'.lysiuni  ever  sunny, 
(Another  tmnblr  :   -  that  's  his  i)rt(ii)us  nose  '.) 

'I'hy  latin  r's  pride  and  hope  ! 
(He'll  lireak  the  mirror  with  that  skijjpmg-rope  !) 
With  pure  heart  newly  stamp'il  from  Nature's  mint, 

(Where  (/n/ he  learn  that  sipiint?) 

'i'he  \(junL,'  domestic  dove  ! 
(He  11  have  that  jug  off,  with  anoJier  shove  !) 

Dear  nursling  of  the  hymeneal  njst! 

(Are  those  torn  (  lothes  his  best?) 

Little  ei)itome  of  man  ! 
(He'll  climb  ujjon  the  table,  that's  his  phin  !) 
Touched  with  the  beauteous  tints  of  dawning  life— 

(He  s  got  a  knife  :) 

Thou  enviable  being  I 
No  storms,  no  clouds,  in  thy  blue  sky  foreseeing, 

riay  on.  play  on, 

My  elfm  John  ! 
Toss  the  light  l)all ---bestride  the  stick— 
(I  knew  so  many  cakes  would  make  him  sick  '.) 
\Vith  fancies,  buo>ant  as  the  thistle-down. 
Prompting  the  face  grotescjue  and  antic  brisk, 

With  many  a  lamblike  frisk. 
(He  's  got  the  scissors.  '-nipi)ing  at  your  gown  !) 

Thou  pretty  opening  rose! 
(Go  to  your  mother,  child,  and  wipe  your  nose  !) 

:•„;:::;.    ...;-^:    .;.  ^  j.;. ...  .^^    Iiiii.^n,    iiKC   tlie   Suuiil, 

(He  really  brings  my  heart  into  my  mouth  .') 


ON     1  III      iKn  iU-~  I  I  I'. 

I'rcsli  ;is  tlif  morn,  .iiid  lirilli.mt  as  Us  star — 
(I  wi^li  that  uiiiilow  had  an  nun  oar!) 
Hold  a-,  tlif  hawk,  yet  i;enllr  as  the  Aovc, 

(I  tell  you  wli.it,  my  lovc, 
1  cannot  write  unless  he  s  sent  above  !) 
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(^N  THK  DOOR.VI'KI'.      la-MrND  Ci.arkn'CK  Stkomav. 

Tlie  (ontlrcnri-mectinL,'  thiou^h  at  last, 

We  boys  around  the  vestry  waited 
To  see  the  girls  come  trippiuLj  past. 

Like  snow-birds  willing  to  be  mated. 

Not  braver  he  that  leajjs  tlie  wall 

l'>y  level  musket  tlashes  bitten, 
Than  I,  who  stepp'd  before  them  all, 

Who  long'd  to  see  me  get  the  mitten. 

Hut  no  :  she  blushed  and  took  my  arm  ; 

We  let  the  old  folks  have  the  highway, 
And  started  toward  the  Maple  Farm 

Along  a  kind  of  lovers'  byway. 

I  can't  remember  what  we  said — 

'Twas  nothing  worth  a  song  or  story; 

Vet  that  rude  path  by  which  we  sped 
Seem'd  all  transform'd  and  in  a  glory. 


The  snow  was  crisp  beneath  our  feet, 

The  moon  was  full,  the  fields  were  gleaming ; 

By  hood  and  tippet  shelter'd  sweet, 

Her  face  with  youth  and  health  was  beaming. 
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ON    -I  HE    nOORSTKI' 


The  little  !i;iiid  outside  her  mutt — 
n  sculptoi  I   ir  you  rouhi  but  niou 

So  shj,'htly  touch'd  iny  jacket  <  utt. 
To  keep  it  warm  I  liad  to  hold  it. 


1     it! 


To  liave  her  with  me  there  alone — 

'Twas  love  and  lear  and  triumpii  blended. 

At  last  we  rearh'd  the  foot-worn  stone 
Where  that  delicious  journey  ended. 


The  old  folks,  too,  were  almost  home  : 
Her  dimpled  hand  the  latches  fmger'd, 

We  heard  tlie  voices  nearer  come, 
Yet  on  the  doorstep  still  we  lingi  r'd. 


She  sh(jok  her  ringlets  from  her  hood, 

And  with  a  'Thank  you,  Ned  !'  disseml)led, 

But  yet  I  knew  she  understood 
Witii  what  a  daring  wish  I  trembled. 


A  cloud  p.iss'd  kindly  oveihead, 

The  moon  was  sKly  peeping  through  it, 
^'et  hid  its  face,  as  if  it  said, 

'Come,  now  or  lu  ver '.  do  it  !  i/,)  it !' 


My  lips  till  then  liad  only  known 
I  he  kiss  of  mother  and  of  Mster, 

l'>ul  sonieho\i  full  upon  her  own 

Sweet  rosy  darling  mouth 1  kiss'd  her! 
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Perhaps  'twas  l)o\i^li  love,  yet  still, 
()  listless  woman  !  weary  lover! 

To  teel  once  more  that  fresh,  wild  thrill, 
I  "d  give  — but  who  can  live  youth  over.' 


TUK  nor,  A\n  tiif  tramp. 
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IIIK   I  )()'■.  AX  I)    rili':  TRAMP.  — KvA  IJest. 

A  tr.imi)  went  up  to  a  cottage  door 
To  beg  for  a  couple  of  pence  or  more. 

Tlie  cottage  door  was  opened  wide, 
So  he  took  a  cautious  look  inside. 

'I'hen  over  his  features  there  spread  a  grin 
As  he  saw  a  lovely  maid  within  — 

A  lonely  maid  witlun  the  gloom 

Of  the  shatliebt  part  ^A  n  roomv  roon. 

Into  the  room  the  tramper  went; 
Over  a  dog  the  maiden  Ix-nt. 

His  eyes  w  /e  red  and  full  of  fire, 

And  he  viewed  the  tram]>  with  ardent  ire. 

'  Run  for  your  life  !  '  tlie  maiden  cried  ; 
'  I  have  forgotten  to  ha'-e  him  tied  I 

'  Run  for  your  life  through  yonder  door, 
I  cannot  lujld  iiim  a  minute  more  I ' 

Without  a  word  he  turned  his  face 

And  leaped  the  fence  with  careless  grace; 

Then  lightly  along  the  road  he  ran, 
A  very  much-put-out  young  man. 

The  maiden  loosed  her  bull-dog's  neck. 
And  gazed  at  the  tramj) — a  vanishing  s[ieck. 

And  jieal  after  peal  of  laughter  rent 
The  air  with  the  maiden's  merriment. 

'1  lie  dog  was  of  terracotta  w  ire  ; 

She  won  him  that  week  at  a  fancy  fair. 


74  ON     I  IIP    ROAD    TO    DRr.AMTOWX. 

0\    illK   ROAi)   TO    i>RK.\.MTO\VN. 
Ki;kn  C.   RKxidRii. 
Come  here,  my  sleepy  darlin-  and  climb  upon  my  knee, 
And  lo  !  all  in  a  moment,  a  trusted  steed  'twill  be 
To  bcar^)C'i  to  that  country  where  troubles  are  forgot, 
And  we'll  set  off  for  I  )reamtown,  Trot, 

Trot, 
Trot ! 

0  listen  !     Bells  of  Dreamland  are  ringing  soft  and  low  ! 

^\  hat  a  j.leasant,  i-leasant  country  it  is  tin-ough  which  we  go  ' 
And  little  nodding  travellers  are  seen  in  every  s.^ot, 
All  ridmg  off  to  Dreamtown.  Trot, 

'I'rot, 
Trot ! 
The  light,  begin  to  twinkle  above  us  in  the  sky, 
The  .tar-lamps  that  the  angels  are  han-ing  out  on  hi-h 
lo  guide  the  drowsy  travellers  where  danger  lurketh  not 
As  they  ride  off  to  Dreamtown,  'Jrot,  ' 

Trot, 
1>ot ; 
Snug  in  a  wiid-rose  cradle  the  warm  wind  rocks  the  bee  • 

1  he  httle  birds  are  sleej^ing  in  every  bush  and  tree 

J  wonder  what  they  drea.    oi  ?     They  .beam  and  answer 
not. 

As  we  ride  by  to  Dreamtown,  Trot, 

Trot, 
'I'rot ' 
nnr  journey  V  almost  over.     The  sleepv  town  's  in  sight, 
Wherein  my  drowsy  darlin.L^  must  tanv  ..ver-night. 
How  still  it  is,  how  peaceful,  in  this  delightfurspot. 
As  ue  ride  into  Dreamtown,  Trot. 

IVot, 
IVot  ! 


i'  f 


NAPOI.EOX    AND    THE    SMI.OR. 
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NAPOLEON    AND    TFiK   SAILOR.     Camim^ell, 
N;i,)olcon's  banners  at  Boulogii  • 

Armed  in  our  island  every  ireeman  ; 
Kis  navy  clianced  to  capture  one 
Poor  British  seaman. 

Tm^,-  suftered  liim— I  know  not  how— 

'  iiin.joncd  on  the  shore  to  roam  ; 
And  aye  was  bent  his  longing  brow 
On  I'lngland's  home. 

His  eye,  melhinks.  pursued  the  flight 

Oi'  birds  to  Britain  half-way  over 
With  envy— ///,;r  could  reach  the  white, 
Dear  clit'ts  of  Dover. 

A  stormy  midniglit  watch,  he  thought, 

Than  this  sojourn  would  have  been  dearer, 
If  but  the  storm  his  vessel  brought 
To  England  nearer. 

At  last,  when  care  had  banished  sleep, 

He  saw  one  morning    -dreaming --doting, 
An  empty  hogshead  from  the  deep 
Come  shoreward  lloatinu. 

He  hid  it  in  a  cave,  and  wrought 

The  livelong  day  laborious  ;  lurking 
I'^ntil  lie  lauiK  lu'd  a  liny  boat 
15y  nuglity  working. 

Her.v.Mi  help  us  !  'twas  a  thing  beyond 

Descri])tion  wretched:   such  a  .■  l!.?rry 
Perliaps  ne'er  ventured  on  a  po.id, 
( )r  crossed  a  ferry. 


7^  napolp:on  and  the  sailor. 

For  ploughing  in  the  saU  sea  field, 

It  would  have  made  the  boldest  shudder 
Untarred,  uncompassed,  and  unkeeled, 
\o  sail — no  rudder  ! 


From  neighbouring  woods  he  interlaced 
His  sorry  skiff  with  wattled  willows  ; 
And  thus  equipped,  he  would  have  passed 


The  foaming  billows. 


But  Frenchmen  caught  him  on  the  beach, 

His  little  Argo  sorely  jeering  ; 
Till  tidings  of  him  chanced  to  reach 
Napoleon's  hearing. 

With  folded  arms  Napoleon  stood, 

Serene  alike  in  peace  and  danger, 
And  in  his  wonted  attitude 
Adilressed  the  stranger  : 

'Rash  man,  that  wouUlst  yon  Channel  pass 
On  twigs  and  staves  so  rudely  fi^hioned  I 
Thy  heart  with  some  sweet  British  lass 
Must  be  impassioned.' 

*I  have  no  sweetheart,'  said  tiie  lad  ; 

'  lUit,  absent  long  from  one  another, 
Great  was  tlie  longing  that  1  had 
'I'o  see  inv  mother.' 


Hi 


'And  so  thou  slrdt  I'  Napoleon  said  ; 
'  Ve  've  both  my  favour  fairly  won 
A  noble  mother  must  have  breil 
So  brave  a  son.' 


JOHN    MVNN'AKD. 

Ill  k^ivc  the  tar  a  j)iccc  of  gold, 

Anfi  with  a  Hag  of  truro  cuiiiniaiKlcd 
I  fc  should  1).-  shipped  to  Kngland  Old, 
And  sal,  y  Liiuicd. 

Our  >,  .lor  oft  could  sea    ;ily  shift 

To  (iiid       liniicr  plain  and  hearty  ; 
But  ncvi  r  ciiangcd  the  coin  and  gift 
Of  Donaparte. 
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JOHX  MAYXARD.— Horatio  Ai.,;kr,  Jun. 

'Twas  on  Lake  Erie's  broad  expanse, 

One  bright  midsummer  da)-, 
rhe  gallant  steamer  Oawi  Q/'iC/i 

Swept  pioudlv  on  her  way. 
Bright  facs  clustered  on  the  deck. 

Or,  leaning  o'er  the  Mile, 
^^'atched  carelessly  tl:e  feathery  foam, 

That  tieckcd  the  rippling  tide. 

A  seaman  sought  the  captain's  side, 

A  moment  whispered  low  ; 
The  captain's  swarthy  face  grew  pale. 

He  hurried  down  below. 
The  bac'i  news  (luickly  reached  tlie  deck. 

It  sped  from  lip  to  lij), 
And  ghastly  faces  everywhere 

Looked  from  the  doomed  shij). 

'  I^  there  no  hojjc— no  chaneo  of  life?' 

A  hundrt>(l  lips  implore. 
'IJiit  one,'  tlic  captain  made  reply — 

'To  run  the  ship  on  shore.' 
V 


78  JOII\    MAVNARD. 

A  sailor,  whose  heroic  soul 
That  hour  should  yet  reveal  — 

}!y  name  John  Maynard.  eastern  horn- 
Stood  cahni)  at  the  wheel. 


'  Head  her  south-east ! '  the  captain  shouts 

Above  the  smothered  roar  ; 
'  Head  her  south  east  w  ithout  delay  ! 

Make  for  the  nearest  shore  1  ' 
John  Maynard  watched  the  nearin,:^  flames, 

Ikit  still,  with  steady  hand, 
He  grasped  the  wheel,  and  steadfastly 

He  sieereil  the  ship  to  land. 

'John  Maynard,'  with  an  anxious  voice. 

The  captain  cries  once  more, 
'Stand  by  the  wheel  five  minutes  yet, 

And  we  will  rcich  the  shore.' 
Through  flames  and  smoke  that  dauntless  heart 

Responded  firmly,  still 
Unawed,  though  face  to  face  with  death, 

'  With  Ciod's  good  help  1  will !' 

The  flames  approach  with  giant  strides. 

They  scorch  his  hands  and  brow  ; 
One  arm  disabled  seeks  his  side- 

Ah,  he  is  conquered  now  ! 
But  no,  his  teeth  are  firmly  set. 

He  crushes  down  the  j)ain  — 
His  knee  upon  tlie  stanchion  pressed, 

He  guides  the  ship  atrain. 

One  moment  yet  '  one  moment  yet ! 

lirave  heart,  thy  task  is  o'er  ! 
'J"he  iK'bbl-s  grate  beneath  the  keci, 

The  steamer  touches  shore. 


THE    VAUnoiS    TEACHER, 

But  where  is  he,  tliat  helmsman  hold? 

The  captain  saw  him  reel — • 
His  nerveless  hands  released  tlieir  task, 

He  sank  beside  the  wheel. 
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The  wave",  received  his  lifeless  corpse, 
Blackened  with  smoke  and  tire. 

God  rest  him  !     Hero  never  had 
A  nobler  funeral  pyre  ! 


THE  VAUDOIS*  TEACHER. 
J.  G.  WnirriKR. 

'0  lady  fair,  these  silks  of  mine  are  beautiful  and  rare — 
The  richest  web  of  the  Indian  loom,  which  beauty's  (jueen 

might  wear ; 
And  my  pearls  arc  pure  as  thy  own  fair  neck,  with  whose 

radiant  light  they  vie  ; 
1    have    brought    ihcm    with    me    a    wear)-    way ;    will    my 

gentle  lady  buy  ?  ' 


I 


And    die    lady  smiled    on    the  worn  old   man   through   die 

dark  and  clustering  curls 
Which    veiled    hi'i     brow    as    she    bent    to    view    his    silks 

and  glittering  pearls  : 
.And  she  placed    their    jirice   in   the    old   man's    hand,  and 

lightly  turned  awav. 
But    she    ])aused     at     the    wanderer'.-,     earnest    call  :     *  My 

gentle  lady,  stay  !  ' 

*   Prononncetl  Vu  Ju-utk. 
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T  Iir.    VAl'DniS    TI   \(HI.R. 


'  ()  hi'ly  fail    I  Iij\c'  yet  a  <j.cm  which  a  purer  lustre  tlini;s 
'I'h.  n    the    ihaiiiouc!    tla>h    of    llie    jL'wclk'il    <  rowu    on    the 

lolly  hrow  ol'  kiu^s  ; 
A     wondcrtul      pearl     of     cxrccdinL;     liricc,     whose     virtue 

shall  iKjt  decay. 
Whose    lif^ht    shall    be  as  a   spell    to    thee  and   a   blessing 

on  ihy  way  ! ' 

The   I:-dy   glanced    at    the   mirroring  steel    where   her   form 

of  grace  was  seen, 
Where    lu-r    eye    shone    clear,    and    her    dark    locks    waved 

their  c-las])ing  pearls  between  : 
'Bring   forth    thy    pearl   of   exceeding   worth,   thou   travellc- 

gray  ^nd  old, 
And    name   the   i)rice   of   thy   precious   gem,  and  my    page 

shall  count  thy  gold.' 

The    cloud   went    off   from   the  r)ilgrim's   brow,    as  a   small 

and  meagre  bo'ik, 
Unchased    with    goUi    or    g<:n    oi    cost,    from    hi^    fokling 

robe  he  look  I 
'  Here,    lady   fair,    is   the  pearl    of   price ;    may  it    prove  as 

such  to  thee : 
Nay,  kec])  thy  gold  ;    1    ask   it    not,  for  the  Word   of  Cod 

is  free  ! ' 


The    hoary    traveller    went    his    way.    but    the    gift    be    left 

behind 
Hatl:    had    its    pure    an  1    perfect    work    on    that    high-born 

maiden's  niip.d  ; 
And     she     hath     turned     from    tiie     jiride     of    sin     to     the 

lowliness  of  truth. 
And    uiven     her     human    heart     to     Cod    in    its     beautiful 

hour  of  youth  ! 


TIIK    SAM)- MAN. 
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And    she     hath     left     the    ^TAy    old     lulls,    where    an    evil 

faith  had  power, 
'I'lie     courtly     kniL^'hts     of     lur     father^      train,     and      the 

maidens  of  lu  r  bower  ; 
And    J^iie    hath    ^oue    to    the   \'aiidois   \ales   by   lordl)-    feet 

untrod, 
Wiiere     tlie    poi>r    and    needy    of    earth    arc    rich    in    the 

pertect  love  of  <  ioti  ! 


THE  SAND-MAX.  -Gi:or(;k  CrK)!>ER. 

He  peeps  in  throiii.;ii  the  keyhole, 

And  he  bobs  up  at  the  pane, 
When  scarlet  firelight  dances 

On  wall  and  floor  again. 
Hush  !   here  he  conies,  the  Sand-man  ; 

With  his  dream-ca])  he  is  crowned. 
And  grains  of  sleep  he  scatters, 

(loing  rounc'  and  round  and  round  - 

\\"hile  tile  little  ones  are   lodding,  going  njund. 

He  whispers  quaintest  fancies; 

\\'ith  a  liny  silver  thread 
He  sews  up  silken  eyelids 

Tiiat  ought  to  be  in  bed. 
Each  wee  head  nods  acquaintance, 

He  's  known  wherever  found  : 
All  stay-up-lates  he  catciies, 

doing  round  and  round  and  round    - 

With  a  pack-of-dreanis  for  ever 

I  sec  two  eyes  the  brightest  ; 

IJiit  1  '11  not  tel'  whose  tliey  are  ! 
riiey  shut  up  like  a  lily  — 

The  Sandman  can't  be  far  ! 
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WIIAI     I     IIVK    I  OK. 


Somebody  i^rows  so  ([iiict — 

Who  coiiics,  without  a  souiul  ? 
He  le.uls  one  more  to  iheumlan'I, 

Cioiiig  rouinl  aiul  round  ;ind  round  ! 

And  a  ^ood  ni^jlit  to  ihi-  S.md  nun  ^oing  round. 


WHAT  I   T.IVK  FOR.  -(;.    I.inx.kus   ISwks. 

J  live  lor  tho.se  who  love  me, 

Whose  hearts  ;.re  kind  .ind  trae  : 
For  the  heaven  that  smiles  above  nie 

And  .awaits  my  spirit  too; 
For  all  human  ties  that  bind  nie, 
I'or  the  task  by  (lod  assigned  me, 
For  the  bright  hope^  "ieft  behind  mc, 
.\nd  the  good  that  I  can  do. 

I  live  t(j  h.iil  that  season, 

By  gifted  minds  fcretuld. 
When  men  shall  live  by  reason 

And  not  aloiie  by  g(jld  ; 
\\hen  man  to  man  united, 
And  every  wrong  thing  righted, 
The  whole  world  shall  be  lighted 

As  Eden  was  of  old. 


I  live  foi  those  who  love  me. 

For  those  who  know  me  true  : 
For  the  iieaven  th.it  smiles  above  me 

.\n(l  awaits  my  si)irit  too  ; 
For  the  rause  that  larks  assistance, 
I'or  the  wrong  that  needs  resistance. 
For  the  future  in  the  distance. 

And  the  good  that  I  can  do ! 


A    MAN 


A    MAN     KOR    A      UlAl. 


A   MAX'S  A   MAN    loR   A'  THAT.     I5lr.\.>. 

]>  there,  for  lioncit  poverty, 

'I'hat  luings  his  head,  and  a'  that; 
The  (  oward  slave,  we  pa^s  liini  by, 

We  daie  he  poor  lor  a'  thai  ! 
For  a'  tliat,  and  a'  that, 

(  >iir  tijils  obseure,  and  a'  that. 
Tile  rank  is  but  the  L;uinea's  stamp, 

The  nun  's  the  gowd  for  a'  that. 

What  thoiii,'h  on  hanu-Iy  fare  we  duie, 

Wear  hoilcUn  gray,  and  a'  tiiat  ; 
(iie  tools  their  silks,  and  knaves  their  wine, 

A  man  's  a  man  for  a'  that ! 
I'or  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

Their  tnisel  show,  and  a'  that  ; 
The  hone-^t  man,  though  e'er  sae  poor, 

Is  king  o'  men  for  li  that ! 

Ye  see  yon  birkie   ca'd  a  lord, 

Wha  hlruts,  and  stares,  and  a'  that  ; 
Though  himdreds  worship  at  his  word, 

He  's  but  a  coof*  for  a'  that  : 
For  a'  that,  and  a'  thai, 

His  riband,  star,  and  a'  that. 
The  man  of  independent  mind. 

He  looks  and  laughs  at  a'  that  ! 


A  prince  can  mak'  a  belted  knight, 
A  manjuis,  duke,  and  a'  that, 

lint  an  honest  man  's  aboon  his  might 
Guid  faith  he  maunna  fa'  f  ti.at ! 

'  t'ooL  t  Attciiipt. 
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I'or  a'  that,  and  a'  that. 

Their  (li;^niitics,  and  a'  that, 
The  i)ith  o'  sense,  and  \nidc  o'  worth, 

Are  liigher  ranks  than  a"  that. 

Then  let  us  pray  that  come  it  may, 

As  come  it  will  for  a'  that, 
That  sense  and  worth,  o'er  a'  the  earth, 

May  bear  the  gree,*  and  a'  that  ! 
Tor  a'  that,  and  a'  that, 

It's  coming  yet,  for  a'  that, 
That  man  to  man  the  warld  o'er, 

Shall  brothers  be  for  a'  that  ! 


MASTER  JOHNNYS  NEXT-DOOR  Nl.IOlIBorR. 

liktrr  Haktk. 

*  It  was  spring  the  first  time  that   I  saw  her,  for  her  papa 

and  manmia  moved  in 
Next  door,  just  as  skating  was  over,  anal  marbles  about  to 

begin  ; 
For  the  fence  in  our  backyard  was  broken,  and  I  saw,  as  I 

jjeeped  througli  the  slat, 
There  were  ''Johnny  Jump-ups'"  all  around  her,  and  I  knew 

it  was  spring  just  by  that. 

'  I    never   knew  whether  she   saw   me — for    she   didnt    say 

nothing  to  me, 
But  •'  Ma  !    here  's  a  slat  in  the  fence  broke,  and   the  boy 

that  is  ne\t  door  can  see.' 
But  the  next  day  I  climbed  on  our  wood-shed,  as,  you  know, 

mimm.i  sa\s  I  "\a;  a  right ; 
And    she    calls    out,    "Well,    jieekin    is    manners!"    and    I 

answered  her,  "Sass  is  jierlite  !  " 

*  Supremacy. 


MASIKR    JOllNN'YS    XIX  I- DUt  iR    NIlCIl  l;0UK.  c>5 

•  ilut   I   wasn't   a  bit   mad,  no,  papa ;  and  to  prove  it,  tiio 

very  next  day, 
When  she  ran   past  our  fence  in   th''   morning   I   liappened 

to  get  in  her  way  ; 
For  you  know  I  am  "chunked"  and   chiuisy,   as  slie  says 

are  all  boys  of  my  size, 
And   she    nearly  upset  nie,   «he   did,   pa,  and    laughed  till 

tears  came  in  her  eyes. 

'  And  then  we  were  friends  from  that  moment,  for  I   knew 

that  she  told  Kitty  Sage — 
And  she  wasn't  a  girl  tliat  would  tlalter— "  that  she  thought 

I  was  tall  for  my  age." 
And  I  gave  her  four  apples  that  evening,  antl  took  her  to 

ride  on  my  sled. 
And — "What  am  I   telling  you  this  for?"     Why,  papa,  my 

neighbour  is  dead  ! 

'  Vou  tlon't   hear  one-half  I  am   saying — I   really  do   think 

it 's  too  bad  ! 
Wliy,  you   might   have   seen   cra[)e  on   her  door-knob,  and 

noticed  to-day  I  "ve  been  sad. 
And  they  've   got  her  a  coffin  of  rosewood,  and   they  say 

they  have  dressed  her  in  white. 
And   I  've  never  once  looked   through  the  fence,  pa,  since 

she  died — at  eleven  last  night. 


'  And  ma  says  it 's  decent  and  proper,  as  I  was  her  neigh- 
bour and  friend. 

That  I  should  go  there  to  the  funeral,  and  she  thinks  that 
you  ought  to  attend  ; 

But  I  am  so  clumsy  and  awkward,  I  know  I  shall  be  in 
the  way. 

.\nd   suppose   they  should   speak   to   me,  papa,    I   wouldn't 
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'  So  I  think    \  will  -cl  up  iiuite  early  ;  1  know  I   blcc])  late, 

but  I  know 
I  '11  be  sure  to  wake  uj)  if  uur  IlriilLret  pulls  the  string  that 

I  '11  tie  to  my  toe  ; 
And    I  11    rrawl    through    the    fence,    and    I  '11    gather    the 

"Johnny  Junip-ui>s  "  as  they  grew 
Round   her   feet  tlie   first   day  that   1   saw  her;    and,  papa, 

1  11  give  them  to  you. 

'For  you're  a  big  man.  and  you  know.  \k\,  ean  come  and 

go  just  where  you  choose  ; 
And  you'll  take  the    tlowers   in    to   her,  and  surely  they'll 

never  refuse  ; 
But,    papa,    don't    ury    they're    from    Johnny;    ///O'    won't 

understaml,  don't  y<ni  see? 
lUit  just   lay  them   down   on    her   liosom,  and,  i)apa,  s/u-'// 

know  they  "re  trom  .Me.' 


TIIK  VILLACK  P.LACKSMITH. 

II.    W.     i.OMIKLLOW. 

Under  a  spreading  thesti.ut-tree 

The  village  smithy  stands  ; 
I'he  smith,  a  mighty  man  is  he. 

With  large  and  sinewy  hands  ; 
And  the  muscles  of  his  1  rawny  arms 

Are  stroma  as  iron  bands. 


I  lis  hair  is  crisj),  and  black,  and  long: 

His  face  is  like  the  tan  ; 
His  brow  is  wet  with  honest  sweat, 

He  earns  whate'er  he  can, 
And  looks  the  whole  world  in  the  face, 

i'or  he  owes  not  any  man. 


TIIF    MLf.ACF,    IlLACKSMrni. 

Week  in,  week  out,  IrDiii  inurii  till  mght, 
Vou  can  hear  his  bellows  blow  : 

You  can  hear  him  ssving  his  heavy  sledge, 
With  measured  beat  and  slow, 

Like  a  sexton  ringing  the  village  bell. 
When  the  evening  sun  is  low. 
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And  children  coming  lionie  from  school 

Look  in  at  the  o[)en  door ; 
They  love  to  see  the  tUiming  forge, 

And  hear  the  bellows  roar, 
And  catch  the  burning  sparks  that  tly 

Like  chaff  from  a  threshing-lloor. 

He  goes  on  Sunday  to  the  church. 

And  sits  among  his  bo)s  ; 
He  hears  the  parson  pray  and  i)reach, 

He  hears  his  daughter's  voice 
Singmg  in  the  village  choir, 

And  it  makes  his  heart  rejoice. 

It  sounds  to  him  like  her  mother's  \oice 

Singing  in  Paradise  I 
He  needs  must  think  ol  her  once  more, 

How  in  the  gra\e  slie  lies; 
And  with  his  hard,  rough  hand  he  wipes 

A  tear  out  01  nis  eyes. 


Toiling — rejoicing — sorrowing. 
Onward  through  life  he  goes; 

Each  morning  sees  some  task  begui, 
P^ach  evening  sees  it  close  ; 

Sometliing  attempted,  something  done, 
Has  earned  a  night's  repose. 


88  AUNT    rAl'.llllA. 

Th.inks,  ihanks  to  tlicc,  my  worihy 
For  the  lesson  thou  hast  tau-lu  I 

Thus  at  tlic  tlaniing  forgo  of  htc 
( )ur  fortunes  must  l)C  wrought ; 

Thus  on  its  sounding  anvil  shaped 
Each  burning  deed  and  thought ! 


riend, 


AUNT  TABITHA.— O.  W.  Holmes. 

Whatever  I  do  and  whatever  I  say, 
Aunt  Tabitha  tells  me  that  isn't  the  way  ; 
When  she  was  a  girl  (forty  summers  ago), 
Aunt  Tabitha  tells  me  they  never  di     so. 

Dear  aunt  :     If  I  only  would  take  her  advice— 
But  I  like  my  own  way,  and  I  fmd  it  so  nice  ! 
And  besides,  I  forget  half  the  things  I  am  told  ; 
But  they  all  will  come  back  to  me— when  I  am  old. 

If  a  youth  passes  by,  it  may  hajipen,  no  doubt, 
He  may  chance  to  look  in  as  I  chance  to  look  out; 
She  would  never  endure  an  impertinent  stare  — 
It  is  horrid,  she  says,  and  I  mustn't  sit  there. 

A  walk  in  the  moonlight  has  pleasure,  I  own, 
But  it  isn't  (luite  safe  to  be  walking  alone  ; 
So  I  take  a  lad's  arm  -just  for  safety,  you  know- 
But  .\unl  Tabitha  tells  me  they  didn't  do  so. 


How  wicked  we  arc,  and  how  good  they  were  then  ! 
They  kept  at  arm's-length  those  detestable  men  ; 
V\  hat  an  era  oi  vnUie  ^i'lC  UVcCi  in  :      uui  \,v.\) 
Were  the  men  such  rogues  in  Aunt  Tabitha's  day  ? 


liABY   JOAN. 
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If  the  men  r.vvr  so  wicked  — I  "11  ask  my  ])apa 
How  he  dared  to  propose  to  my  darling  mamma? 
Was  he  like  the  rest  of  them  ?    (".oodness  !  who  knows  ? 
And  what  shall  1  say  if  a  wretch  should  i^ropose? 

1  am  thinking  if  aun*  knew  so  little  of  sin, 
What  a  wonder  Aunt  Tabitha's  ainit  must  have  been  ! 
And  her -;■<?//(/-<;'/////  — it  scares  me-  how  shockingly  sad 
That  we  girls  of  to-day  arc  so  frightfully  bad  '. 

A  martyr  will  save  us,  and  nothing  else  can  ; 

Let  us  perish  to  rescue  some  wretched  young  man  ! 

Though  when  to  the  altar  a  victim  I  go, 

Aunt  Tabitha '11  tell  me— she  never  did  so. 


BABY   JOAN.— Frank  L.  Stanton. 

When  she  came  that  day  in  her  cap  and  curls, 
With  a  tlash  of  eyes  and  a  flash  of  pearls. 
She  seemed  like  one  of  the  fairy  girls  ; 
And  1  said  to  myself  I  would  freely  give 
A  tithe  of  the  years  that  I  have  to  live. 
Though  crowned  with  glory  and  gold  unknown. 
For  the  love  of  a  lass  like  Baby  Joan. 

When  she  came  that  day  in  her  mystery. 
With  her  beautiful,  dutiful  history 
Written  as  clear  in  her  ekuiuent  eyes 
As  the  stars  are  traced  in  the  south's  sweet  skies ; 
When  she  came  and  laid,  like  a  white  snowflake. 
Her  hand  in  mine,  if  my  heart  would  break, 
It  iiad  broken  then  with  its  love  and  moan. 
Like  a  rose  at  the  feet  of  Baby  Joan. 


QO 


TIIK    IloMKS    OF    F.N'r,I,A\n. 

()  1U1)V  lo.m  !   wlK-ntlic  years  liavc  tlown 

'riicrc  ;irc  licarts  tliat  will  break  for  your  own — your  own 

But  I  pray,  my  (kar,  that  your  Iicarl  may  be 

Ahvays  llie  heart  that  you  sliowed  to  me 

That  beautiful  day  when  you  (h-eameil  my  way, 

And  L;a\e  1  )e(  ember  a  ■glimpse  of  May. 

Vou  have  left  me  to  (beam  of  your  face  alone, 

And  I  read  my  dreams  for  you,  ISaby  Joan. 


TIIK  HOMFS  OF   i:.\GLANI).— Mrs  n-M.\:;s. 

The  stately  luMiies  of  luv^land  ! 

How  beautiful  they  stand 
Amidst  their  tall  ancestral  trees, 

O'er  all  the  pleasant  land. 
The  deer  across  tlu  ir  greensward  bound 

Throui^h  shade  and  sunny  .uleani. 
And  the  swan  glides  past  them  with  the  sound 

Of  some  rejoicing  stream. 

The  merry  homes  of  baigland  ! 

Around  their  hearths  by  night, 
What  gladsome  looks  of  household  love 

Meet  in  the  ruddy  light  ! 
There  woman's  voice  flows  forth  in  song. 

Or  childhood'^  tale  is  told. 
Or  lips  move  tunefully  along 

Some  glorious  page  ot  old. 

The  blessed  homes  of  Kngland  ! 

How  softly  on  their  bowers 
Is  lo-id  'J.'.c  h.o'v  (unetness 

That  breathes  from  Sabbath  hours  ! 


IL._ 


IMF  R(»v.  AM)   liir   w  \\y. 

Solemn,  yet  sweet,  the  dnirch-l jell's  cliime 
Floats  through  their  woods  at  inorii  ; 

All  other  sounds,  in  that  still  time. 
Of  bree/e  and  leaf  are  born. 

The  cottage  liomes  of  luigland  ! 

By  thousands  on  her  plains. 
They  are  smiling  o'er  the  siUi-ry  brooks 

And  round  the  hainlct-fanes. 
Through  glowing  orchards  foilh  they  peej), 

V.ach  from  its  nook  of  leaves ; 
And  fearless  there  the  lowly  ^leep. 

As  the  bird  beneath  their  ea\cs. 

The  free,  fair  homes  of  laigland  ! 

Long,  long,  in  hut  and  liall. 
May  hearts  of  native  proof  be  reared 

To  guard  each  hallowed  wall  1 
And  green  for  ever  be  the  groves, 

x\nd  bright  the  tlowery  sod. 
Where  fust  the  child's  ghu!  spirit  loves 

Its  country  and  its  Clod  ! 


9' 


THE  ROSE  AM)  THE  ^VAIF.— M.w  Pm.mkk   D.vlv. 

The  i)eoi)le  were  luirryi.ig  homeward, 
The  shops  looked  cheery  and  bright, 

As  the  twilight  crept  over  the  city 
With  a  dusky,  lingering  light, 


Casting  a  blurring  shadow 
Over  the  ceaseless  throng 

PTss;in(T  find   insthnfr  c.ich  dtlier. 


Resistlessly  sweeping  al 


ong. 
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TMK    ROSE    .\N1>     NIK    WAIF, 

Ami  till'  riiiLC  of  liorscs'  fct't 
Hrokc  ^.ll,l^|)  on  llic  liosty  air 

As  away  a  rarri.im"  rattled 

Or  stopjxjd  in  tlie  shop  li.i^ht  glare; 

And  pcrliaps  a  woman  in  trailini;  silk 
Would  step  from  the  carria^^e  door, 

\Vith  a  faint  sweet  trace  of  perfume 
As  she  hurried  into  the  store. 

Bri-htly  the  lighted  tlowcr-shop 
Shone  into  the  dusky  street, 

Its  glittering  windows  lieautiful 
With  the  tiowers  gay  and  sweet. 

And  close  to  the  shining  window 
A  little  girl,  poor  and  thin. 

With  her  wistful  eyes  stood  gazing 
At  the  fairyland  within  ; 

Her  little  arms  huddled  together, 
Her  fingers  so  cold  and  blue, 

Motionless  still  as  the  night  drew  on, 
Chilling  her  through  and  through. 

Coated  in  furs  and  cosy, 
A  man  was  passing  the  shop  ; 

But  a  glimpse  of  the  face  so  wistful 
Moved  him  to  turn  and  stop. 

And  a  sorrowful  wave  of  pity 
Swept  over  his  heart  at  the  sight 

Ut  the  little  creature  standing  theie 
yo  wan  in  the  golden  light, 


TUK  Rosr.  A\n  Tin    waif. 

Then  swiftly  i^oin^  tDwaiil  licr, 

\lv  touclicil  luT  lium  rs  blur; 
'And  \vli;it  do  you  want,  my  little  one? 

And  what  can  I  ilo  for  yoti  ?' 

Almost  guiltily  starting, 

Tlioiii;ii  cheery  atid  warm  his  tone, 
She  looked  with  fie  ice  and  disti  ii  uliil  eyes 

In  the  kind  ones  bent  to  her  own. 

And  then  in  a  tone  of  defiance, 
^Vith  a  shake  oi  her  little  head  : 

'What  I  want  is  one  of  them  roses, 
So  big  and  so  warm  and  red  I ' 

'Yon  poor  little  thing!'     lie  took  her  hand, 

And  led  her  into  the  store  : 
'Now  choose  tor  yourself  the  prettiest  one,' 

He  said  as  they  cdosed  the  door. 

How  she  clasped  the  rose  that  he  gave  her, 
With  a  rapture  before  unknown  ! 

How  the  great  dark  hungry  eyes 
With  a  happy  wonder  shone  ! 

He  left  her  ;  and,  heedless  of  all  around, 

Out  in  the  cold  she  went, 
And  her  life  was  no  longer  bitter, 

But  sweet  with  the  rose  it  blent. 
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Wandering  on  in  a  fairy  dream, 

Happy  and  glad  at  heart, 
i  iii — snarpj  was  tnc  snout  oi  vvMniing 

Which  turned  her  bach  with  a  start ! 
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TllK    «',I!  I      lll\T    N->>NK    COVI.t)    SKE. 

Tighter  she  <  l.isin-d  h.r  ptrt  ious  rose, 
Close  t(j  hri  heart  'twas  pressed  ; 

The  tear  llial  llie  flower  would  be  taken  awav 
Was  the  terror  that  filled  her  breast 

And  l)a<k  -,he  rai)  in  a  (ri-hteued  way. 

riiliccdii^i;  llu:  wildiM  <  all. 
Rii^ht  uinler  the  feet  of  the  slarlk-d  steeds— 

A  cry  -anil  that  was  all. 

Wliitf  and  still  hi  the  turbulent  street. 
Still  d.ispin.u  the  rose,  she  lay— 

The  rose  that  just  the  spare  of  a  dream 
Had  banished  life's  sadness  away. 


THK  C.Il  r  THAT  XOM'.  CUULD  SKlv 

Mai;\  W'lLkiNS. 

'There  are  silver  pnies  on  the  \vin(U)w-pane, 

A  fore.st  of  them,'  s,iid  he  ; 
'And  a  hiuitsiuan  i-  there  with  a  silver  horn, 

Which  he  bloweth  nuht  merrily. 

'  And  there  are  a  flock  of  silver  (Uicks 

A-tlying  o\rr  his  head  ; 
And  a  silver  ^ea  and  a  silver  hill 

In  the  distance  .iway,'  he  said. 

'  And  all  of  this  is  on  the  window-pane, 
Mv  in-etty  nianinia,  true  as  true  ' 

She  lovin-ly  smile.  1.  but  she  looked  no!  \\['. 
And  faster  hei  needle  liew. 


THI     C.IKI'     IHAI     NoNI      lOULU    SF.K.  95 

A  dear  littlr  Icllow  tlic  speaker  was — 

Silver  ami  jewels  and  j^old, 
Lilies  aiul  ro-es  and  huney-lluwers, 

In  a  hwcct  lillle  bundle  rulletl. 

He  stood  by  the  frosty  window  pane 

rill  he  tired  ot  the  bilver  trees, 
'Vhv  iuint^.nian  blowing  his  silver  horn, 

The  hills  and  the  silver  seas  ; 

And  he  iireathed  o!i  the  Hoc  k  of  silver  ilucks, 

'I'lU  he  nii'itcd  Uieni  ([iiite  away  ; 
And  he  saw  the  street,  and  the  i)eoi)le  pass— 

And  the  morrow  was  Christmas  Day. 

'The  children  are  out,  and  they  lau^^h  and  shout  ; 

1  knov,'  what  it 's  U>r.'  said  he  ; 
'And  diey 're  draL^gini;  aloni^s  my  [)retly  mamma. 

A  fir  for  a  Christmas-tree.' 

He  rame  and  stood  by  his  moth<'r"s  side: 

'To-night  It  is  Christmas  i.ve, 
And  is  there  a  gift  somewhere  tor  me. 

Ciold  mamma,  do  you  believe?' 

Still  the  needle  s[)ed  in  lur  slender  liands  : 

'  My  little  sweetheart,'  said  she. 
' '!"he  Christ  Child  has  jjlanned  this  Christmas  for  yott 

His  gift  that  you  rannot  see.' 

The  boy  looked  up  with,  a  sweet,  wise  look 
On  his  beautiful  baby-face  : 


i   I  1  ^_  I  I     1  I  I  > 


To-night  in  tlie  ehimney-place. 
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IIIK    CUT     lllAi    NiiNF    cnUI.T)    SEE. 

On  Chri^tniMs  MiorninLi;  Uie  city  through 

TIk'  (liiMrcn  were  queens  and  kings, 
W  illi  their  roy.il  treasuries  bursting  o'er 

With  uoncierfuh  lovely  things. 

lUit  the  merriest  child  in  the  city  full, 

And  the  fullest  of  all  with  glee. 
Was  the  (,ne  whom  the  dear  Clhrist  ChiKl  had  brought 

The  gift  ihat  he  could  not  see. 

'  Quite  emi)ty  it  looks,  O  iny  gold  mamnii, 

"rhe  st()(  king  1  hung  last  night ! " 
'  So  then  it  is  full  of  tne  CI.      '  Child's  gift.' 
And  she  smiled  till  his  tace  grew  bright. 

'  Now,  sweetheart,'  she  said,  with  a  jjatient  look 

(.  )n  h.er  delicate,  weary  face, 
'  1  nuist  go  and  carry  my  sewing  home, 

And  leave  thee  a  liti'e  space. 

'  Now  stay  with  thy  sweet  thoughts,  heart's  delight. 

And  I  soon  will  be  back  to  thee.' 
'  I  '11  play,  while  \  ou  're  gone,  my  pretty  mamma, 

With  my  gift  that  1  cannot  see.' 

He  watched  his  mother  pass  down  the  street; 

'Then  he  looked  at  the  window  ])ane. 
\Vhere  a  garden  of  new  frost-flowers  had  bloomed 

While  he  on  his  bed  had  lain. 


Th.en  he  tenderly  took  u\>  his  empty  sock, 

And  quietly  sat  a  while, 
Tlohling  it  fast,  and  eyeing  it 

With  his  innocent,  trusting  smile. 


Till",    f.!!'!      IMA!'    XON'F.    (OriD    -KK.  <)~ 

'  I  ,im  tired  of  waitin-,'  lie  said  at  \dA  ; 

'  I  tliink  I  will  Lj;(i  and  iiKct 
My  pretty  inamnia.  and  come  with  her 

A  little  way  down  the  street. 

'  And  I  '11  carry  witli  nie.  to  keep  il  safe, 

My  gift  thai  I  cannot  see  ; ' 
And  down  the  street,  "nud  the  chattering  crowd, 

lie  trotted  right  merrily. 

'And  wheie  are  you  going,  joudear  little  man?' 

'i'liey  called  to  him  as  he  passed  ; 
'That  empty  stocking  why  do  yoii  hold 

In  your  little  hand  so  fast  ?  ' 

Then  he  looked  at  them  with  his  honest  eyes. 

And  answered  sturdily  : 
'  My  stocking  is  /////  /,'  ///<■  A'/,  kind  sirs. 

Of  the  gift  that  I  cannot  see.' 

They  would  stare  and  laugh,  hut  he  trudged  along, 

Witli  his  stocking  fast  in  his  hand  ; 
'And  I  wonder  why  'lis  that  the  people  all 

Seem  not  to  understand  1 ' 

'  O  my  heart's  little  flower ! '  she  cried  to  him, 

A-hurrying  dowf.  the  street ; 
'  And  why  arc  you  out  on  the  street  alone  ? 

And  wh.ere  are  you  going,  my  sweet?' 


'  I  v.-as  coming  to  meet  you,  my  pretty  manmia. 

With  my  gift  that  I  cannot  see  ; 
But  tell  me  why  that  the  people  laugh 

And  stare  at  my  gift  and  me  ? ' 


qS  IsKI)    KIDIXn-lKinn. 

Like  the  M;iul  at  Iicr  Son,  ir,  tlu-  AlUr-piocc, 
So  loving  she  looked  .md  mild  : 

'  i;craur.e.  dear  heart,  t)t"all  that  you  met, 
Not  oik;  was  a  hltle  child.' 

C)  thou  who  art  grieviivj;  at  Christmas-tide, 
'I'he  lesson  is  meant  for  tliee  : 

'I'hat  tliou  mayst  get  Christ's  loveliest  gifts 
In  ways  thou  canst  not  see  ; 

And  how.  although  no  earthly  good 

Seems  into  thy  lot  to  fall, 
Hast  thou  a  trusting  childdike  heart, 

Thou  hast  the  best  of  all. 


Rl-:i)  RI!)IX(;-H00n.-J.  C.  Whutikk. 

On  the  wide  lawn  tlie  saow  lay  deep. 
Ridged  o'er  with  many  a  drifted  heap  ; 
'I'he  wind  tliat  through  tlie  pine-trees  sung 
'riiL-  naked  ehn-boughs  tossed  and  swung  ; 
\^"hile  through  the  window,  frosly-starrcd, 
Against  the  sunset  purple-barred, 
We  saw  the  sombre  crow  flap  by, 
Tlie  hawk's  gray  lleck  along  tlie  sky, 
The  crested  blue-jay  llitting  swift, 
The  squirrel  poising  on  the  drift, 
Erect,  alert,  his  broad  gray  tail 
Set  to  the  north  wind  like  a  sail. 

It  came  to  pass,  our  little  lass, 
With  tl.tttened  face  against  the  glass, 
.And  eyes  in  winch  tlie  tender  dew 
Of  ])ity  shone,  >tood  gazing  through 
The  narrow  space  her  rosy  lips 
Had  melted  from  the  fro^l's  eclipse. 


RK.n    KI!'!\0-n<iiil>. 

'Oil,  see-,'  she  cried,  'the  \>oov  blue-jay .^  I 
Wii.it  is  it  tliat  the  hl.ick  cruw  hays? 
The  s(iuirrel  ht'ts  his  little  legs, 
Because  le  has  no  hands,  and  i;egs  ; 
He's  asking  for  my  nuts,  1  know  : 
May  I  not  teed  them  on  the  snow?' 

Half  lost  within  her  boots,  her  head 
Warm-sheltered  in  Iier  hood  ot"  red, 
Her  plaid-skirt  close  about  her  drawn, 
She  tloundered  down  the  wintry  lawn  ; 
Now  struggling  through  the  nnsty  veil 
iJlo       round  he."  by  the  shrieking  gale ; 
Now  sinking  in  a  drift  so  low 
Her  scarlet  hood  could  scarcely  show 
Its  dash  of  colour  on  the  snow. 

She  dropped  for  bird  and  beast  forlorn 
Her  little  store  of  nuts  and  corn, 
And  thus  her  tnnid  guests  bespoke  : 
'Come.  S(iuirrel,  from  }our  hollow  oak  ; 
Come,  black  old  crow;  come,  poor  blue-jay, 
Before  your  supper  's  blown  away  1 
Don't  be  afraid,  we  all  are  good; 
And  I  m  mamma's  Red  Riding-Hood  ! ' 


QQ 


O  Thou  whose  care  is  over  all, 
Who  heedest  e'en  the  sparrow's  fall, 
Keep  in  the  litUe  maiden's  breast 
The  pity  which  is  now  its  guest  I 
T.et  not  her  cultured  years  make  less 
The  childhood  charm  nf  tenderness  ; 
But  let  her  feel  as  well  as  know, 
Nor  harder  with  her  polish  grow  ! 


100  I  UK    VOIfKt.FS?;. 

l.'iinio\c(i  by  >(  iitimcnt.il  L;rict 
'I'hal  wails  aloivj;  some  printc-il  leaf, 
lint,  iironii  I  with  kindly  word  and  deed 
To  own  the  (  lainis  ot'all  who  need, 
Let  the  j^rown  W()nKin's  self  make  L;ood 
The  promise  of  Red  Riding  Hood  1 


I'HK    VOIClll.l'.SS.  — ().     \\'.     llnl.MKS. 

We  (iiunl  the  broken  1}  ri  .i  that  rest 

Where  tlie  sweel  waihng  singers  shmiber, 
IjuI  o'er  llieir  siK-nt  sister's  breast 

Tlie  \vi!d-llo\\ers  wlio  will  stoop  t(j  niimber? 
A  few  can  touch  the  magic  string, 

Antl  noisy  Fame  is  proud  to  win  them  : 
Alas  for  those  that  never  sing, 

But  die  with  all  their  music  in  them  ! 

Nay,  grieve  not  for  tin:  dead  alone 

Whose  song  has  told  their  hearts'  sad  story  ; 
Weep  for  the  voiceless,  who  have  known 

The  cross  without  the  crown  of  glory  ! 
Not  where  Leucadian  *  breezes  sweep 

O'er  Sappho's  memory-haunted  billow. 
But  where  the  glistening  night-dews  weep 

On  nameless  sorrow's  churchyard  pillow. 

O  hearts  that  break  and  giv^'  no  sign 

Save  whitening  lip  and  <".iding  tresses, 
Till  Death  pours  out  his  cordial  wine 

Slow  (lroi>ped  from  Misery's  crushing  presses; 
If  singing  breath  or  echoing  chord 

To  every  hidden  pang  were  given. 
What  endless  melodies  were  poured. 

As  sad  as  earth,  as  sweet  as  heaven  ! 

•  The  I.HUcadianrock,  from  which,  a  legend  says,  Sappho,  a  grtat  poetess  of  Ancient 
Gr=::.r,  i:\-.:-g.zd  into  th*!  sen  .-:'.  perished. 
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THK   BAHY'S   DKRl'T. -J ami-.s  and   1  I(.kalk  Smi  i  ii. 

S]iokcn  in  the  character  of  Nancy  I.akt.',  a  ^;iil  ci^ht  years  of  a^e,  who 
is  drawn  ui^jn  the  staije  in  a  cluhi'.s  chaise  by  Samuel  lliiyhe.-.,  lief 
uncle's  porter. 

My  brother  Jack  was  nine  in  May, 
Antl  I  was  eight  on  Xew- Year's  Day; 

So  in  Kate  Wilson's  shop 
Papa  (h.e  "s  my  pajia  and  Jack's) 
Bought  me.  Last  week,  a  doll  of  wax, 

And  l)rother  Jack  a  top. 


Jack  s  in  the  pouts,  and  this  it  is. 

He  thinks  mine  came  to  more  than  his, 

So  to  my  drawer  he  goes, 
Takes  out  the  doll,  an(],  ( )  nn'  stars  I 
He  pokes  Iter  head  between  the  bars, 

Antl  melts  off  half  her  nose  ! 

Quite  cress,  a  bit  of  string  I  beg. 
And  tie  it  to  his  peg-top's  peg, 

And  bang,  with  might  and  main, 
Its  head  against  the  parlour  door : 
Off  flies  the  heai'.  and  hits  the  floor, 

And  breaks  a  window-pane. 


This  made  him  cry  with  rage  and  spite ; 
Well,  let  him  cry ;  it  serves  him  right. 

A  pretty  thing,  forsooth  ! 
If  he  's  to  melt,  all  scalding  hot. 
Half  my  doll's  nose,  and  I  am  not 

To  draw  his  peg-top's  tooth  ! 
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Aunt   IKiimah  luanl  the  window  break, 
And  rried;   '  O  n;ui-li<y  Nancy  l.ake, 

'^!ul^  to  distress  your  atui'L : 
Nn  Drury  Laric  for  you  to-day  !' 
And  while  luq-a  said  :  '  I'ooh,  she  may  ' 

Mamma  said  :  '  No,  slie  slian't ! ' 

\\'ell,  after  many  a  sad  reproach, 
They  got  into  a  hackney-eoaeh. 

And  trotted  down  tlie  street. 
I  saw  them  go  :  one  liorse  was  blind ; 
The  tails  of  both  lunm  down  behit^d  : 

Their  shoes  were  on  their  ieet. 

The  (liaise  in  which  ]-)Oor  brother  Bill 
Used  to  be  drawn  to  Fentonville 

Stood  in  die  lumber-room  : 
I  wi[)ed  the  dust  from  off  the  loj), 
While  Molly  mopiied  it  with  a  mop, 

And  bnir,l)ed  it  with  a  broom. 

My  uncle's  porter,  Samuel  Hughes, 
Came  in  at  six  to  black  the  shoes 

(I  always  talk  to  Sam)  : 
So  what  does  he  but  takes  and  drags 
Me  in  Uie  chaise  along  the  Hags, 

And  kaves  me  where  I  am. 


My  father's  walls  are  made  of  brick, 
But  not  so  tall  and  not  so  thick 
As  these  i  and.  goodness  me  '. 
My  father's  beams  are  made  of  wooil. 
But  never,  never  half  so  good 
\<  »i,<.c<.  th  it  now  T  see. 


TTir.  i;  \nv 


Dir.irT. 


lo- 


Wliat  a  Kii-r  ll 


DOI" 


■li,  hk 


c  .1  U>\\n 


'I" 


U'  cirpct,  \v 


h.;n  (.Ik'V  l.p'  11  ilowi, 


Wont  hide  it.  1  'i!  1.     .-ouni 


And  ihcrc  's  .i  row  of  l.imps  :   my  eye  1 
How  ihey  do  blaze  !      I  wonder  why 
'I'hey  keep  then,  on  the  ^lound. 

At  first  I  caught  liolil  of  the  wing, 
And  kept  away;  l)Ut  Mr  Tlung- 

Unibol).  the  promjjter  man, 
Cave  with  lii>  hand  my  chaise  a  shove. 
And  said  :  '  C-o  on,  my  pretty  love  ; 

Speak  to  "em,  little  Nan. 

'You've  only  got  to  (-urtsy,  whisper, 
Hold  your  chin  up,  l.augh  and  lisj). 

And  then  you're  sure  to  take  : 
I  've  known  the  day  when  brats  not  ([uite 
Thirteen  got  fifty  jiounds  a  night, 

Then  why  not  Nancy  I>ake?' 

But  while  T  'm  speaking,  where 's  papa? 

And  where  's  my  aunt  ?  and  where 's  mamma? 

Where's  Jack?     Oh,  ther^'  you  sit  I 
They  smile,  they  nod  ;  I  '11  go  my  ways, 
And  order  round  jioor  Billy's  chaise. 

To  join  them  in  tiie  pit. 


■\nil  now,  good  gentlefolks.  1  go 
To  join  mamma,  and  see  the  show; 

So,  bidding  you  adieu, 
I  curtsy,  like  a  pretty  miss. 
And  if  yoi!  '11  blow  to  me  a  kiss 

1  11  blow  a  kiss  to  you. 

|j^)'/('a'J   I'lSd   dlUi  iWli. 
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C'ASATU.WC A.  — ^[Ks   IIkmans. 

fTllc  .u-ro  of  tlu^  iHjciii,  .1  liny  iif  ti'ii  ycir^  of  .v;l,  w.is  tin-  son  of 
I.Miiis  ( ',i>al)i,iiiLa,  t.ipt.iiii  on  ImmkI  the  Oiuii/,  at  tli.-  battle  uf  tlic  Nile, 
ill  l"yS.  Vuiinj,'  Casablanca  wuiiM  not  Icavu  his  w.nin'lcil  fatlicr  after 
ihc  bliip  hail  taken  fire,  and  perished  in  the  explosion  of  the  vebscl.  J 

The  l)(iy  stood  on  the  I)iirniiisj;  dcik, 

Whence  all  hut  he  liad  tied  ; 
The  t1ame  that  lit  the  battle's  wreck 

Shone  round  him  o'er  the  dead. 
Yet  heautifiil  and  bright  he  stood, 

As  l)orn  to  rule  tlie  storm  ; 
A  creature  of  heroic  blood, 

A  proud,  thotigli  child-like  form. 

The  tlaiues  rolled  on     he  wotild  ricjt  go 

Without  his  father's  word  ; 
That  father,  faint  in  lieath  below. 

His  voice  no  longer  hearfl. 
He  called  aloud  :  '  Say.  father,  say 

If  yet  my  task  is  done  ! ' 
He  knew  not  that  the  chieftain  lay 

Unconscious  of  his  son. 

'Speak,  father  ! '  once  again  he  cried, 

'  If  I  may  yet  be  gone  ! ' 
And  but  the  booming  shots  replied, 

And  fast  the  flames  rolled  on. 
I'pon  his  brow  he  felt  their  breath, 

And  in  his  waving  hair; 
And  looked  from  that  lone  post  of  death 

In  still,  yet  brave  despair ; 
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And  shouted  but  onrc  more  aloud, 

'  .My  t'lthcr !  must  I  stay  ?' 
While  (/er  him  fast,  throut'li  sail  and  shroud, 

'I'hc  up  itliing  fire-,  made  \va\-. 
'I'luy  wrapt  the  shi].  m  splendour  wild, 

'I'hey  (  auyht  the  tlai;  on  high. 
And  streamed  above  the  L;al!ant  child 

Like  banners  in  the  sk). 

There  came  a  burst  of  thunder-sound — 

'I'he  boy — oh  !   wliere  was  he?  — 
Ask  of  the  winds  that  far  around 

With  fragments  strewed  the  sea, 
With  mast,  and  helm,  and  jiennon  fair. 

That  well  had  l)orne  tlieir  part  : 
But  the  noblest  thing  wlii(  h  jjerished  there 

\N'as  that  young  faithful  heart  ! 
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THE  SXOW  AX(;ki,.— Wallacf  Bruce. 

The  sleigh-'x'lls  (lanced  that  winter  night  ; 

Old  lirattleboroiigh  rang  with  glee  ; 
The  windows  overflowed  with  light : 

Joy  ruled  each  hearth  and  Christmas-tree. 
But  to  one  the  l)eils  and  mirth  were  nautiht : 
His  soul  with  deeper  joy  was  fraught. 

He  waited  until  the  guests  were  gone  ; 

He  waited  to  dream  his  dream  alone; 
And  the  night  wore  on. 

Alone  he  stands  in  the  silent  night  : 

He  piiles  the  snow  in  the  village  square; 

\\  itli  '^iiade  for  ch.is'tl.  n  stnti!!'  whit:- 
I'Vom  the  crystal  (juarry  rises  fair. 
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I  HE    SNOW    ANGF.L. 


\o  Iii4lit,  save  the  stars,  to  -uide  Iiis  linn.], 
liut  the  ini.i^e  obeys  liis  soul's  comiii.ui.l. 
The  ■  ky  IS  drapeil  wiili  tieecy  lawn, 
'I'lic  stars  ^rrow  pak-  in  the  early  dawn. 
I!ut  the  lid  toils  on. 

And  ]u  '    in  the  morn  the  |ieo]»le  <  ame 

To  f,'a/.c  at  the  wondrous  vision  there  ; 
And  they  calleil  it  'Th.-  .Xn-el,'  di\inin^  its  name, 

lor  it  canie  in  sileni  e  and  unaware. 
It  seLined  no  mortal  hand  h.id  \\iou,^ht 
The  U[.liltiii  lace  of  prayrilnl  lhoii,L;ht  ; 

lint  It-,  iVafares  wa>ted  heiieath  the  sini  ; 

Its  hie  went  out  ere  the  day  was  done  : 
And  the  lad  dreamed  (jii. 

And  iiis  dream  was  this  :    In  tlie  years  to  he 

I  will  rarve  the  an-el  in  lastnii;  Moiie  ; 
In  another  land,  heyond  the  sea, 

I  v.ill  toil  in  (Lakiie^s,  will  dream  alone- 
While  others  sleep  I  will  tind  a  way 
I'p  through  the  ni-hl  to  the  li-ht  of  day. 

There's  nothim.;  desired  lieiieath  -.[av  or  sun 

Which  pitienl  -enius  has  not  won. 
And  the  hoy  toiled  on. 

'I  he  \ears  l;o  b_\-.      IK-  h  is  wrou^^ht  with  mi^ht  ; 

He  ha-^  Liained  renown  in  the  land  of  art  ; 
lUit  the  thon-hi  inspired  that  Christmas  niiilu 

Still  kept  it^  place  in  the  >(ai!ptor"s  heart; 
And  the  dreaii)  of  the  Ix.y.  tliat  melted  away 
In  the  li-ht  df  the  sun  that  winter  day, 

Is  embodied  at  last  in  enduring  >tone, 

Snow  Angel  in  marble     his  {)urpo-,e  won; 
And  the  man  toib  on. 

(I!y  kiiiil  i)criiii,,-,iuii  ot  tlit-  aullior.) 
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SAINT  I'liii.ii"  AM)  rui:  voin'ii.-j  i: 
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Saint  riiilip  Xcri, 


as  (j|(l 


-Mel 
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rr.ii line's  say, 


1  youni;  -,tranL,'i.T  m  Rome's  st 


nd 


JCIIU 


ever  coiirk'ous 


ly  inclined 
I)  i^ive  you  11,1;  folks  a  sober  turn  of  uiuu 


reets  one  day. 


I  le  lell  into 


'I'lie  dialogue  tl 


di^cMjui^e  with  liiin  ;   and  tl 


Ills 


Tell  me,  what  I 


ley  III  id  (  omcs  down  i 


i>  u- 


inn. 


0  make  myself  a  sch 


,-^  \oii,  t^entle  \outh,  to  R 


)nie  ? ' 


olar.  su', 


And 


•  onie. 


wiien  )oii  ,ire 


0  he 


a  1 


ries 


t,   1 


one,  what  do  yon  intend  ? 
Ih'I'c,  sir,  in  the  end.' 


Su, 


pose  It  so,  what  ha\e 


'I'hat  I 

Well 


yon  next  in  view  ?  '' 


may  -et  to  he  a  Canon  too.' 
and  how  then  ?  '     '  Why,  then,  for  au-ht  1  k 


ma 


y  he  made 


a  I 

Wi 


now. 


ii^liop. 
ly,  (.a 


rcnnai 


What  then  :> 

And  yet  my  lot  it  p'ossihly  may  h 
'Siijjiiose  it  wa.s,  w  h  u  then  ? 
IJul  I  \e  a  chante  01  bein-  1 


<e  It  so 


s  a  lu''h  (leLrei 


W 


U',  \\  ho  can  s. 


Well,  iKiv 


ope  one  dav 


m:;  worn  tf,e  mitre,  the  rei 


hat. 


And  tripl.,-  crown,  what  follows  after  that  .^  ^ 
'  Nay,  iher 


c  IS  nothing'  further,  to  1 


rpon  tlii.-,  earth  that 
When  1  '\, 


X-  sure. 


wishniu  can  procure 


As  long  as  Cod  shal 
\\'liat  !  must  you  d 


enjoyed  a  (liL;mty  so  IhtIi 


B 


please,  then  I  mu>,t  die.' 
It',  foml  youth  ?  and  at  the 


lit  wish,  and  hope,  and  maybe  all  the  rest 


best 


'ak 


e  my  advice  ;   whatever  m:;y  beticK 


For  that  which  w/^j/  1 
Then  think  of  that  wh 


L*.  hrst  of  .dl  jiroxide 

ich  ///ay  be— and  indeed, 


When  well  prepared,  who  knows  what  may  succeed? 


<ni  may  \<r  vet 


'nest,  Canon,  ]]ishop,  Canlinal,  and  1' 


n-e. 
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riiK  I.I  1 1:1:1  jai. 


Ill',  I.II'inr)\T.— Augusta  A.   I..   Ma'.ka. 

II, Ilk  '  .1  distant  gun  is  soundiiiL; 
Oct  the  waters,  wildly  houndiiij^  : 
Raging  waves  arc  fast  surrounding 

Some  wrecked  slnii  to  night. 
On  thi'  sh(jn-  the  lirc.ikers  roaring 
Loud  a,s  thunder  now  are  jiouring  ; 
Far  a  signal  high  is  soaring, 

Like  a  phantom  light. 

Moon  and  st.us  their  aid  denying, 
K'en  to  seek  the  living— dying  — 
\\'ho,  to  jir.iyers  and  tc.ir-,  re|i|ying, 

Will  the  tempest  face? 
Oh,  tor  some  brave  oce;'nranger, 
Who  would  go  througli  i  old  and  danger. 
Cio  to  sa\e,  perchance,  one  stranger! 

-Silent  e,  for  a  s])ace. 

Hark  .'   the  l.itelxxU  hell  is  ringing, 

Ciallant  men  are  wildl\-  springing, 

Life  and  home — their  all — they're  flinging, 

So  the  lost  they  save. 
Rockets  now  are  brightly  fl.ishing  ; 
Through  the  shingle  sharply  crashing, 
Off  the  Lifeboat's  swiftly  dashing. 

Heaven  Liuard  the  brave  ! 

Through  the  night,  that  wanes  so  slowly, 
Little  ones,  in  accents  hoi}-, 
Mothers,  wives,  in  dwellings  lowly, 

Breathe  their  heartfelt  pra)er. 
When  the  stormy  sea  is  swelling. 
Aching  hearts  in  regal  dwelling. 
All  their  pride  and  jjower  ipielling, 

Kneei  as  iieipiess  there. 
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While  me  torches,  diinly  burning, 
Sliinv  I  he  tide  at  last  is  turning, 
nuii(lrr(K  wait,  for  tidings  yearning, 

U'atcli  with  eager  t-ycs  : 
See!  tl:c  fiiNt  liiiit  gh'mpse  of  morning 
The  dun  eastern  sky  adorning  ; 
Hark  '  tiie  soldiers'  bugle,  \v;iniing 

That  ihc  sun  d(;ili  rise. 

Tlien  a  little  speck  grows  clearer, 
Draws  — it  seems  l)Ut  slowly— nearer, 
Seen  by  those  to  whom  'tis  dearer- 
Known  1,^-  thcin  tn(j  Well  ! 
lirighter  now  the  morn  is  growing. 
Clearer  still,  and  clearer,  throwing 
Light  upon  the  billows,  showing 
'Tisi  no  tlrcam  wc  tell. 

I'a>t  the  fatal  sands  they're  leaxiiiL;  ; 
H;i'l  !   the  lifeboat,  proudly  cleaving. 
Where  the  angry  sea  is  heavin- 

Mountain-waves  of  foam. 
Onward,  homeward,  ijuic  kl\  Hearing, 
'Mid  the  ringing,  de.it'ning  eheering. 
Loving  wonis  of  welcome  hearmg," 

tjreet  the  c.iinjuerors  home. 


m  dying, 


Far  away  the  wreck  is  lying: 

liut  tliey  bring,  'neatli  colouis  flying. 

Five  poor  Frenchmen,  spared  fr 

Safe  to  F.nglnnd's  i^Ie. 
Knglish  hands  they're  warmly  jjressing, 
Fnglish  children  they're  caressint,^, 

With  a  tear  and  ^mile. 
H 
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no  THF.    TWO    ROSFS. 

Siini)lc  words  tell  acts  of  daring— 
I'nknowii  heroes  laurels  we-arii-ii;, 
IJrothcr-like  all  Imnour  sharing, 

N'ow  and  e\erinore. 
Speed  the  Lifeboat.  Knijland's  daughters  ^ 
Bless  her  path  across  the  waters; 
Tell  her  gallant  deeds  of  gloiy  ; 
Spread  the  truthful,  nolile  story, 

Far  from  Faigland's  shore  ! 


THE  TWO  ROSES.— Anon. 

Two  roses  once  in  my  garden  grew  : 
The  one  was  brilliant  and  rich  of  hue  ; 
Proud  of  her  beauty  and  perfume  rare, 
She  spread  her  sweets  to  each  passing  air  : 
The  other,  tin^'d  and  chaste  of  inind, 
Shrank  from  the  kiss  cf  the  fickle  wind  ; 
Proud  in  the  pride  of  her  virtue  meek, 
She  veiled  the  blush  on  her  modest  cheek. 

Dazed  witli  the  glare  of  her  gaudy  bloom, 
Drunk  with  the  breath  of  her  rich  perfume, 
I  tended  the  one  with  ceaseless  care  ; 
I  marked  the  growth  of  each  beaut\-  rare, 
And  dreamed  that  all  on  some  future  day 
Would  own  the  power  of  her  peerless  sway. 


At  length  mv  flower  that  I  loved  the  best, 
I  sought  to  take  and  wear  on  my  breast. 
That  won  from  her  parent  stem  to  part, 
She  might  rest  awhile  on  my  loving  heart. 


A   hachki.or's  APOLOOV.  iij 

But  tlown  was  the  lure  of  her  witchini,^  spell, 
As  thittcring  to  earth  her  petals  fell  ; 

Her  heart  was  rotten  and  dead  at  the  core 

And  I  knew  that  my  foolish  drfam  was  e'er. 

I  saw  how  poor  was  the  fulhblown  bla/e 
That  had  charmed  my  senses  and  won  my  praise  ; 
And  I  thought  at  last  of  the  timid  flower 
Which  had  pined  unheeded  f(jr  cooling  shower, 
But  drought  unslaked  had  her  life-spring  dried  ; 
So.  foding  and  faded,  she  drooped  and  died. 

1  saw  too  now,  with  awakening  eyes. 
How  near  I  li    1  been  to  my  longed-for  prize  : 
One  half  of  the  care  I  had  spent  in  vain- 
Care  that  had  brought  me  but  grief  and  j)ain — 
If  spent  on  the  rose  that  had  pined  away, 
\Voul(l  have  reared  a  flower  so  chastely  gay. 
That  the  joy  of  its  countless  charms  untold 
My  care  had  repaid  a  thousandfold. 

Ah  !  how  oft  in  the  toil  and  strife. 

The  chances  and  changes  which  we  call  life. 

By  slight  and  neglect  in  time  of  need. 

We  kill  the  flower,  and  we  rear  the  weed  ; 

Tnen  when  we  see  it.  and  know  too  late. 

We  bl.une  not  ourselve.s,  but  curse  our  fate, 

For  no  sou.  e  have  we  on  which  to  lean, 

When  we  know  what  we  longed  for  might  have  been. 


A  B.ACHF.I.Ok'.S  AP01.()(;V.— T.    P. 

Her  eyes  were  bright  :  her  figure  slight, 

And  light  as  any  fairy  ; 
Her  nose  was  heavenward  inclined; 

Her  manners  sweet  and  airy. 
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A  i;a(;iiki.ok's  Ai'd.or.v. 

Her  mouth  was  like  a  rosebud; 

Her  voici.,-  like  any  linnet  ; 
Her  head  was  Utile,  and  I  tear 

Had  very  little  m  it. 

But  then  so  artless  was  her  art. 

My  lieart  coidd  not  nsist  her ; 
And  added  to  lur  (jther  <  harms, 

b^he  liad  a  i)retty  sister. 

They  bloomed  like  any  double  rose  ; 

'I'hey  blushed  a  double  pink  : 
One  L^raced  the  name  I'f  Laura  ; 

The  other.  Kate,  I  think. 

When  left  alone  with  Laura, 
Love  urged  his  soft  dictate  ; 

And  in  sweet  Laura's  absence, 
1  doted  more — on  Rate. 

And  thus  to  choose  between  them 

Twere  treason  to  decide, 
13e(  ause  I  had  been  hai)i)iest 
With  either  for  my  bnde. 

To  tilch  one  tlower.  and  leave  her 

Comi)anion  all  alone. 
To  pine  in  single  sadness 

Would  need  a  heart  of  stone. 

And  that  's  the  nason.  ladies, 

1  'm  still  your  partisan. 
For  being  smgle-hearted, 

1  rest  a  single  nun. 


i)i 
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THE  liKCKlAR'S  DOG. -J.  S.vxns. 

Rambling  one  day  in  London  cily, 
I  saw  a  dog  that  raised  my  pity, 
A  wretched  cur  all  skin  and  bone, 
That  in  the  gutter  crawled  along  ; 
And  in  his  mouth  (I  smiled  at  that) 
He  held  an  old  and  crownless  hat. 
With  quick  and  deferential  eye, 
He  watched  the  bustling  passersd^y, 
Who  in  their  haste,  as  on  they  fared, 
Nor  cast  a  glance  at  him  nor  cared. 
Vet  some,  when  they  had  passed  some  paces, 
Would  halt  with  grins  upon  their  faces  ; 
His  story  was  so  plain,  indeed. 
So  clear,  that  he  who  ran  might  read  : 
'A  beggar's  dog — his  master  dead — 
The  beast  still  carries  on  the  trade, 
And  trusts  by  diligence  antl  care 
The  public  patronage  to  share.' 
I  sauntered  on  ;  but  as  [  went 
^ly  thoughts  upon  that  dog  were  bent. 
'  Behokl ! '  I  saiil  in  meditation, 
'  The  turce  of  custom,  education  ; 
And  though  we  laugh  at  him— 'tis  sad- 
Some  human  plans  are  quite  as  bad. 
How  many  schemes  in  this  same  town 
Are  merely  hats  without  the  crown  ; 
Ways  indirect,  but  most  complete, 
C)t  tossing  money  on  the  street ! ' 
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ri,.\VMA'l'!-:s.     I'.ioKi.K  Wakringion. 

A  tniiping  footfall  on  ihc  stair  — 

A  vision  from  '  Lo  Follct '  - 
A  sudden  fragrance  in  tlie   lir — 

Ve  gods  1  can  this  be  Molly? 
This  'symphony'  in  silver  white, 

I'erchanre  some  star     off  duty- 
Come  down  to  set  ns  mortals  right 

Upon  ideas  of  beauty 

Or  snowflake  that  has  lost  its  »vay — 

Its  jiath  in  life  mistaken — 
Some  dream  that  tlies  at  break  uf  day, 

And  leaves  ns  loth  to  waken. 
The  Molly  that  1  knew  of  )ore 

Was  but  a  chit  of  seven, 
In  sandalled  shoes  and  [linafore — 

^\'^.iIe  y  was  just  eleven. 

A  i)air  of  youthful  lovers  we 

In  days  of  childish  folly, 
lu-e  Time  hail  stole  a  march  on  me, 

And  carried  off  my  Molly. 
'  Relentless  parents  '  came  between, 

Ik'hoKi  Miss  Mary  Seaton 
Consigned  to  boarding-school  routine — 

And  /7/t- — a  fag  at  Eton. 

Ah,  Molly  !   I  shall  ne'er  forget 

The  day  on  which  we  parted  ; 
I  think  you  cried,  you  small  co(iuette ; 

But  /  was  l)roke!i-hcarted. 
A  Xiobe  in  garments  brief, 

Your  tears  were  (juite  in  season  : 
But  then  your  doll  had  come  to  grief — 

An  all-sufficing  reason. 


IM.W.M  ATI'S. 

I  Still  pn-.crvc  with  tender  care 

^■()ur  riaycr-book— frayed  with  kis.^ing 
A  relic  nnu  li  the  worse  lor  wear, 

^\  itli  hali"  the  pages  missing. 
ILwcjrU  the  many-bladed  knife 

I  gave  you  once?   I  wonder— 
The  most  unlucky  gift  iii  lite; 

It  cleft  our  path:,  asunder. 

-My  sweetheart  of  the  past  is  dead— 

That  mounieti  her  broken  '  Dolly;' 
And  now  I  turn  to  greet  instead 

'I'his  most  imposing  Molly. 
Obser\e— A  dress  of  filmy  lace 

iJeyond  my  powers  of  painting— 
A  tiny  vinaigrette  -in  case 

'I'he  maid  should  think  of  fainting. 

A  dainty  cap,  (I  think  I  'm  right) 

The  golden  head  surmountinu— 
A  jxiir  of  gloves  whose  buttons  quite 

Defy  attempts  at  counting. 
A  satin  f.ui  where  baby-loves, 

That  seem  to  weary  never, 
Dis]  ort  themselves  in  myrtle  gro^■es 

That  blossom  on  for  ever. 

A  gleam  of  gems  whose  elfin  light 

In  weird  and  fitful  flashes 
Reflects-  the  eyes— demurely  bright 

Beneath  their  shady  lashes. 
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'  .'\nd  did  you  not  forget  ?  '  she  says. 

'  Forget  you,  .Molly,  never  ! 
The  love  of  Kton-jackct  days 

Is  just  as  LTeen  as  ever.' 


Il()  'lIlK    I.  illl.hKI.N    I.Al  i.Ill-.li    A.Ni'    >.\N(;.' 

'  Voi:  s:i;y  l.oy.'     '  A.  mHv  ..till, 
All,  Moliy,  <lo  not  (loulil  it.' 

*  M)-  .L^luvc  has  cuiiii;  iinbiitlonccl,  Will. 
.   .    .    Mow  /l>//^  )oh  .trc  .ibuLit  it  ! ' 


'THK  CHILDRKN    I.Arc.Hiil)  AM)  .^.AXC.'    -J.    H. 

It  was  in  the  (  lull  1  )c(  ciuiiei 

'I1i;it  the  Aii^ci  ol  Death  came  by, 
And  he  rustled  his  wings  of  darkness 

As  he  swept  lhrou,L;!i  the  wintr\-  sky: 
A  household  vl'  hapjiy  creaiures 

Dwelt  quiet,  and  free  fron.  care, 
And  the  Ani^el  stole  in  softly, 

And  stood  all  silent  tliere. 
(I>ut  the  children  laii-hed  and  san-  at  their  I'lay, 
Never  a  fear  nor  a  pan-  had  they.) 

And  the  An-el  swiftly  in  silence 

Struck  home  th.e  mortal  blow, 
And  ill  the  wintry  morning 

He  laid  the  fuller  low: 
And  wildly  the  .s(jrrowful  mother, 

Hewildered  and  stunned  with  woe. 
Wailed  in  lier  lor.r    bereavement, 

And  wished  that  s//c  too  migh.t  go  ! 
(but  the  children  laughed  and  sang  at  their  play  ; 
Never  a  fear  nor  a  i)ang  had  they.) 

Cold  in  the  lonely  chamber 

l,a)-  the  fuller's  form  at  rest  : 
And  tiiey  laid  the  deli(  ate  tlower  wreaths 

Ui)on  his  iiuiet  lireast ; 
And  forth  from  his  home  they  bore  him, 

And  hid  him  from  soimd  and  siizht ; 
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And  iIkv  heaped  the  cold  earth  above  him 
A\hile  the  children's  feet  trod  li^lit. 
(But  the  boys  went  home  to  their  Iiai^'y  play; 
Ni'vcr  a  fear  nor  a  pan-  had  tliey.) 

And  often  the  childish  footsteps 

Arc  turned  to  their  fatlier's  grave, 
Where  the  yrass,  with  its  .iilistenin- 'hoar-frost, 

Lies  o\er  that  heart  so  brave  : 
And  sometimes  they  natch  their  mother 

Benthng  in  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
And  they  say  in  tlieir  childish  voices  : 
'Will  [)apa  never  come  again  ?  ' 
(But  soon  they  laugh  and  sing  at\heir  play; 
Never  a  fear  nor  a  pang  have  they.) 

^0  God  in  His  infinite  pity 

Shuts  the  eyes  of  the  children  dear, 
And  they  see  not  the  fell  Destroyer 

Though  their  eyes  are  so  bright  and  clear. 
And  I  said  :   •  Ihere  s  no  I'ast  for  the  children 

^^ith  its  terrible  pangs  and  stings ; 
And  for  them  no  i^rooding  Future 
Spreadeth  its  threatening  wings. 
All  they  see  is  the  Present—To-da)- 1 
And  so  they  laugh  ami  sing  at  their  play.' 
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TO  MV  L00KIX(^-GLASS.-G.oROE  W.vkkingtun. 

I  loved  thee  well  in  'salad  days,' 

I*  or  e\-er  tlown, 
O  faithful  friend,  whose  honest  face 

Retlects  my  own. 
Xor  do  I  mete  thee  scanter  riraisc 
(Smcerity  is  hard  to  fmd), 
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Xou-  'I'ltiir  I:. I:,  liisianccd  in  the  race, 
And  Icti  inr  ji:intin-  far  bcliiiul  — 

Ilci-h  ho!— 
Another  \\i.Mr\-  inilc  or  so. 

How  \\cll  I  rc(()llc(  I  the  hours 

I  um.'(1  to  spend 
liclorc  ihec  once — in  years  L;onc  h\, 

.M\-  tMi.'.iy  friend  ! 
()  April  yoiitli  :   ()  sini  and  shower,! 

I'r.iy,  (hjii't  expe(  t  inc  to  rt^iiicss 
How  Ion-  I  took  to  knot  my  lie, 
'I'he  day  that   I  pro])0^ed  te   lesr-. 

(A kick  : 
She  l)o.\ed  my  ears— and  married  Jack.) 

And  now  I  wear     welk  never  mind, 

(  rime's  ruthless  shears  .') 
And  Jess     why,  bless  you.  s/h-\  been  dead 

These  twenty  years  ! 
The  fruit  of  Life  is  ^cone— the  rind 

Is  somewhat  hitter  to  the  taste. 
Oh  !  vain  regrets  for  pleasures  lied— 
For  days  when  I  possessed— a  waist. 

Hut  stay  ; 
I  '11  brush  the  sorry  imps  away. 

Ah  !  if  sonie  scientific  man 

Would  but  invent 
A  lookini^-glass  wherein  to  find 

One's  moral  I)ent, 
A  tell-tale  mirror- there  to  scan 

Kach  petty  failing  that  api)ears— 
The  cynic  furrows  of  the  mind, 
I  hat  gather  wall  increasing  years. 

Ah,  well  ! 
I  fear  those  glasses  would  not i-.--// 


■|Hi:    kiiiM 
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''■'"■•  '^"'MX'I'    I.IM;.     Am,xam„k   I.vm, 
Two  .  hil.ircn  dour,  l,v  tl,..  sinning  .i,.n„| 

\Vilhcycsasl,l„ca.  ihcsuMHiKr.sca,    ' 
Wlnlc  thcsinkui-  sun  ("ills  all  the  Lmd 

With  tlK'ylou-ofa  ^,,1,],,,  iiisstery 
I-auKlim-  aloiul  at  tlic  sea  incw's  (  ry, 

(ia/in-  with  joy  uii  its  snowy  hica'st 
Till  the  (irst  star  looks  from  the  cvenin:;  sky, 

And  the  aniher  bars  stret.  h  over  thu'west.' 

A  soft.meen  dell  hy  the  hree/y  shore, 

A  saih^r  lad  and  a  maiden  fair; 
Handda.ped  in  liand,  wii,le  the  tale  of  yoro 
_  Is  borne  again  on  the  li.Menin-  air. 
For  ;>-ve  is  voung,  thou-h  love  l;e  old, 

And  love  alone  the  heart  ran  fill  ; 
And  the  dear  old  tale  that  has  been' told 

In  the  days  -one  by,  is  spoken  still. 

A  trinidniilt  home  on  a  sheltere<l  bay; 

A  wife  looking  out  on  the  glistening  sea; 
A  i)iayer  foi  the  loved  one  far  away, 

An.i  prattling  imps  'neati,  the  old' roof-tree  ; 
A  hUed  .,  t(h  and  a  radiant  face 

l!y  the  open  door  in  the  falling  night; 
A  welcome  home  and  a  warm  embia(  e 

From  the  love  of  his  youth  and  his  chihhen 
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An  aged  man  in  an  old  arm-chair; 

A  golden  light  irom  the  western  sky; 
His  wife  by  his  side,  with  her  silvered  liair, 

■\nd  the  open  Hook  of  (,od  dose  by. 
Sweet  on  the  bay  the  gloaming  falls, 

•Vnd  bright  IS  the  glow  of  the  evening  star  ; 
liut  dearer  to  them  are  the  jasper  wnJls'^ 

And  the  golden  streets  of  the  land  afar. 


ijo  iiiK  ukdmm;  (  AKi.  AM'  Mil-;  wn.i,. 

An  1)1'!  I  liun  liN.ml  <>n  a  i;rtcn  hillside, 

Two  Iviiiu  >u\\  in  their  peaceful  rest ; 
The  lUhcinicn'.-.  boats  ^oing  uut  with  the  tide 

In  the  iicry  glow  of  the  amber  west. 
Children's  laughte;-  and  old  men's  si^hs, 

The  nii;hl  lh.it  loUows  the  mornm-  clear, 
A  rainbow  brid^in.u  our  darkened  skies, 

Are  the  round  uf  our  live-  from  year  to  \ear! 


THK  WI.DHINC  CAKi:  AM)    I'lII'-  WILL, 
Josh.   Dwirs. 

Will  Testers  f.itlur  niade  a  will  ; 

•|o  Will,  the  younger,  thereby,  -wiUiif::, 
I  lis  lar.ds  and  tenements  ;  and  nil 

To  Tom,  his  fnst-born,  save  a  shilling. 

Will  wa-  a  wily,  running  lad  : 

And  TiJin  a  true  outspoken  ilritini  ; 

The  younger  always  pleased  the  dad, 
And  l)enl  to  those  he  couldn't  sit  on. 

Will  wetldeil  one  hir,  father  (hose  ; 

Tom  wouliln't  wed  for  love  or  inuney; 
He  painted  lite  icuhiir-dc-roic  : 

(lood  temper  .spread  his  l)atli  with  honey. 

Will  sent  his  sire  a  piece— how  sweet!— 
Of  wedding-cake,  'from  Will  and  Phemie,' 

With  loving  lines  that  filled  a  sheet 
Of  post  octavo,  gilt-edgeil,  creamy. 

'  Dear  father'  put  the  cake  away, 

Stowed  safe  amongst  some  other  treasures; 
And  there  it  lay  for  many  a  day, 

Forgotten  (luite  "mid  passing  pleasures. 


THK    \LTUMN'    OK    l.IKK. 

Remorseless  Death,  with  ruthless  hand, 
'i'ook  father  from  his  liome  for  ever  : 

Tlie  '  parting '  Will  could  luinlly  stand  ; 

''I'was  feared  his  grief  his  heart  would  sever. 

Still,  duty  must  he  done  at  last. 

In  spite  of  death,  in  ^pite  of  sorrow  ; 

To  father's  drawer  Will  liurrie<l  fast, 
'I'o  tiii'l  the  will  to  j.iove  touioirow. 

lie  found  it  'ne.ilh  .i  lump  of  cake — 

J  lis  wedding-cake:  ()  fate,  thou  blindling! 

The  will  was  there      for  \\'iH\  de.ir  sake — 
But  gone  the  signature,  past  hnding. 

The  (  ake,  whi(  Ii  as  a  iiil'-  we  rat. 
Had  ((//(■//  what  lay  undciiieath  it  ; 

'I'hc  ink  ahsorlied      and  Irtl  ,i  sweet 

Sad  tra(  e  upon  thr  words  '  Ijeipieath  it.' 


i  Ji 


Where  loving  ilid  had  holdly  signed 

Was  but  a  hole,  just  tinged  with  yellow  : 

//'///did  not  think  tate  liad  been  kind  ; 
To)ii  ([uietly  simled,  llic  liu  ky  fellow! 
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TIIK  AUTC.MN   ol     Ml'i:.    -D.   R.   \V. 

The  old  man  sits  at  his  cottage  door. 
In  the  gleam  ot  the  dying  day  ; 

His  heart  is  calm  as  the  silent  shore 
When  the  winds  have  passed  away; 

His  thoughts  as  still  as  the  fragrant  breeze 

Tliat  whispers  of  pe.ice  to  the  a/ure  seas. 


TIIF    AfTUMN    <if     I  II  F.. 

I  Ii.  is  the  beauty  of  earth  and  air, 

riic  glow  ot  the  twihght  lioiirs  ; 
He  fcc!s  tliat  glory  everywhere 

Is  breathing  from  woodland  tlowcrs  ; 
Ami  his  hc.irt  grows  young,  though  his  years  are  old, 
At  the  wondrous  sight  of  the  sunset  gold  I 

For  Memory  comes  with  a  gentle  hand, 

And  bearetli  on  Fancy's  wings 
His  thoughts  to  her  own  inunorlal  laml, 

Where  the  Past  for  ever  sings 
Of  joys  that  brightened  the  fair  days  tied, 
l-'.rc  rriend''lii])s  faded  with  frit'uds  loii^  dead. 

And  the  I'a^l,  tli.iui^h  sad.  for  the  love  that  is  gone. 

Is  sweet  to  the  old  man's  mind  ; 
Liki'  thr  birds  that  sang  in  ihuNc  years,  have  lliwn 

'I'in-  h()])es  he  hath  Kit  behind  ; 
Yet  Memory  brings  from  each  bygone  day 
"■icme  gia  of  i)eace  for  his  lone'"   vay  ! 

And  the  children  love  tliat  old  man  dear 

As  he  sits  in  the  twilight  there. 
Listing,'  ;>  nul^i(■  thev  cannot  hear, 

I'Vom  the  sea  and  the  voiceful  air; 
And  gather  around,  like  gladsome  llowers, 
As  he  tells  them  tales  of  the  vanished  hours. 

And  so  the  Present  is  made  more  bright 
l?y  the  lessons  tlie  Past  hath  taught  ; 

As  the  l-"ast  reflects  the  wondrous  light 
Oi  the  West  by  sunset  brought  ; 

And  though  his  vision  is  growing  dim, 

(iod  niaketh  his  pathway  bright  to  him. 
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TIK    rilllK    Mrn-SPARUOWS. 

His  age  is  pcarc ;  yet  he  joys  to  think 
That  a  deeper  than  earth  on  kii.ju 

Shall  be  his,  when  his  tran<|iii!  suul  shall  drink 
^>t  ,1  hahnier  t'vili^'Iu  t^iow, 

In  th..t  happier  Home,  where  his  thoughts  at  ia^t 

Shall  yearn  no  nioic  lor  thi-  distant  Past! 


1*3 


TlIK  111  11  I,  MuD-SPARROWS. 

Elizahetm  SrirAKT  Pmelps. 

I  like  ihal  old  sweet  legend 
Not  loiind  111  Holy  Writ, 

And  widi  that  John  or  Matthew 
Had  ni,id>    IliMc  out  nf  it. 

Hilt  though  It  i-,  not  Cosjid, 

'Jdiere  is  no  law  to  hold 
The  heart  from  throwing  better 

That  hears  the  story  told  : 

Il(nv  the  little  Jewish  <  hildrcn 

L'pon  a  srrnnner  day 
\\cnt  down  aeross  ihc  meadows 

With  the  Child  (Jlirist  to  play, 

And  in  the  ^old-i^ncen  valley, 
Uhere  low  the  reed-urass  lay, 

They  made  them  mock  miid-sparrows 
Out  of  the  meadow-(day. 

So,  when  these  all  were  fashioned, 
An(l  ranged  in  flocks  about, 

'  No  ■   ■  said  the  little  Jesus, 
'  We  11  let  the  birds  llv  out,' 
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THE    I.irn.K    Mrn-SPAKHOWS. 

Tlicii  ail  tlic  ha]ipy  ( l-.ildirii 
Did  call,  and  coax,  and  (  ry  — 

Earh  to  his  own  mud-sparrow  : 
'  Fly,  as  1  bid  you— tly  ! ' 


But  ca.rtlicn  were  the  sparrows, 
And  earth  they  did  remain, 

Though  loud  the  Kwish  children 
Cried  out  and  cried  airain-  - 


lv\cei»t  the  one  bird  only 
The  little  Lord  Christ  made. 

The  earth  that  owned  Him  ALnter- 
nis  eartli  lieard  and  obeyed. 

Softly  He  leaned  and  whispered  : 
'  l''ly  up  to  heaven  ! — fly  ! ' 

And  swift  His  liule  sparrow 
\\"ent  soarini;  to  the  sl:y. 

And  silent  all  the  children 
Stood  awe  struck  lookini;  on, 

Till  deep  into  the  heavens 
The  bird  of  earth  had  ;_;(ine. 

I  like  to  think  for  jilaymate 
We  have  the  Lord  Christ  still, 

And  that  still  above  our  weakness 
He  w(3rks  His  miL,dity  will. 


That  all  our  little  playthings 
Of  earthen  hopes  and  joys 
Shall  be  by  His  commandment 

('hanged  into  lieavenly  toys, 


THE   CHOICE. 


I  j: 


Our  souls  are  like  the  sparrows 

Imprisoned  in  the  clay- 
Bless  Ilini  ulm  came  to  -ive  them  wings 

Upon  a  Christmas  Day  ! 


TITK  CIIOICR-RuHARo  RoniNsoN'. 
A  Fairy  there  lived  in  the  Ion-   Ion-  a-o 

Possessed,  it  is  said,  of  all  nianncT  ot  .'kill  • 
And  this  1  .ury  proposed  on  a  \'outh  lo  bestow 

The  gift  he  chose  greatest  for  good  or  for  ill. 

'Would  thine  be  the  gift  the  bold  Warrior  wields  ' 

The  I'airy  commanded  the  stripling  to  say; 
•  As  leader  of  legions  and  victor  of  fields— 

Unboun.La  thy  glory,  unquestioned  thy  sway?' 

A..1  straight  the  Youth  nnswered  :   '  The  Warrior  bold 

J"  ""^tnnnbringeth  Death,  w.th  its  visitants  gr.m 
And  carnai/e,  and  •    '  '  ' 


and  ruin,  and  liorror-,  untold. 
To  com])ass  a  bauble  or  san.  tiou  a  whini.' 

'The  Orator's  gift  then,  say,  shall  it  be  thine, 
Unrivalled  in  diction,  unmatched  in  deb  ite  • 

iMr  above  all  thy  fallows  still  destined  to  shine- 
'Ihe  star  of  the  senate,  the  hope  of  the  state?' 

Agan,  spake  the  Youth  :  '  True,  the  Orator's  tongue 
iMav  trumpet-like  summon  humanity's  shoal  • 

But  once  Passion's  gates  on  its  hinges'  are  swung 
^ay,  ///,•;.'  can  the  Orator  guide  and  (ontrol  ?'  ' 

'Well,  be  it  d,y  choice,  the  Philosopher  proud 
_  i"  v.i.vlom  and  learning,  of  all,  the  elect; 
1  he  fearless  u], lifter  of  error's  dark  ( loud, 


The  subtle  d 


ivuier  of  cause  and 


effect?' 


1:6 


AN    01.U    f.ARUKX. 


'  I  rare  not  to  wield  the  l'hilosoi)hcr  s  stafT,' 

Once  again,  half-regrctfuI,  the  slriijlinn  spoke  out ; 

'  For  his  woes  are  but  veiled  by  the  cynical  lauyh. 
And  Ins  vitals  are  gnawed  by  the  demon  of  Doubt.' 

•Ah.  then,'  cried  the  I'airy,  'the  Painter's  career 

Is  a  glorious  one,  truly,  to  reckon  u])on  ; 
His  art  brings  the  distant  for  evermore  near, 

And  the  shadow  is  sweet  when  the  substance  is  gone.' 

'Not  for  nie  be  that  art.'  w.is  the  stripling's  reply; 

'  'Tis  a  mockery  cruel  as  death,  and  a  snare  ; 
Tor  the  canvas  is  deaf  to  the  passionate  sigh, 

And  the  rapt  look  of  love  is  repaid  by  a  stare.' 

'  Is  the  gift  of  the  Poet  thy  bosom's  desire, 

To  revel  in  fancy  and  sparkle  in  song, 
And  gladden  men's  hearts  with  ihy  raj'turous  lyre, 

When  wounded  by  sorrow  or  burdened  with  wrong?' 

'I'he  stripling's  eyes  glistened  with  siuUlen  delight. 

And  his  heart  tlu-illed  with  rajitures  he  might  not  control] 

I'or  the  fairy  had  tatliomed  his  secret  aright, 
An.d  the  uitt  of  the  I'oet  has  entered  his  soul. 


AN  OLD  OAKDKX.  — J.  W. 

Somewhere  in  the  Past  so  golden, 
Whose  sweet  memories  are  my  own, 

Was  a  garden,  large  and  sunny, 
Filled  witii  blossoms,  whence  the  bees 

Gathered  richest  stores  of  honey, 
And  the  rose  shrubs  grew  like  trees  ; 
With  fair  petals  round  them  strewn. 


AN    OLD    CAKUKN. 

Sloping  downwards  to  a  river, 
.issy  terrac:cs  wcrc  tlierc  ; 

And  great  beds  of  daintiest  Huwers, 
Pansies  with  Hioir  j;ur].k- glou-, 

Palest  wo(j,il)ine,  wrcillird  in  'xj'vcrs  ; 
And  tile  streamlet  ran  l)eIow, 
Singin-  to  these  creatures  fair 

Throiigii  the  blessed  summer  hours. 

You  could  wander  at  \-our  leisure 
W  ith  a  deep  and  cpiiet  content  ; 

You  could  lose  yourself  in  sweetness  ; 
Hedges  of  the  May  rose  grew 

With  a  lavish,  full  CMUip.leteness  : 
And  bright  lilacs,  steei)ed  in  d.  u, 
Shook  above  your  head,  and  bent 

To  each  win<l  with  very  pleasure. 

Softly  ill  the  \erdaiit  mazes 

<)t  green  ualks  y.ur  footsteps  fell  : 

And  the  nur    uir  of  tl.e  riwr, 
Like  a  song  ol  love  and  rest. 

Seemed  to  warble  on  for  vwv  ; 

'I'hen  some  bird  with  russct  breast 
Startled,  tkw  across  the  dell, 

From  its  bed  among  the  dai.iJ-,. 
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Then  in  autumn  what  a  treasure 
Of  all  sweetest  fruits  vou  found 

Hanging  from  ea.li  Li.p.n  tree. 
Ripening  on  the  sunny  wall  ! 

And  you  pirke.l  them  at"  your  pleasure, 
I  hey  were  free  to  you  and  all. 

As  the  sun  and  wmd  .,re  tree. 


Scattered  in  ri.  li  i,I..i,t,.  ... 


I2S  life's  seasons. 

All,  those  (lays  of  untold  sweetness  ! 

Ah,  those  hours  of  Hope  and  Rest! 
Who  shall  tell  their  wondrous  beauty  ? 

Who  shall  bring  again  the  Fast? 
Years  grow  swifter  in  their  tleetness, 
And  our  spirits  murmur  sadly 

That  'the  olden  days  were  l<est.' 


LIl'l'.'S  SKASON'S. —  Haruif.t  Ki  ndali.. 

Ruby  lii)s  that  part  with  baby  laughter, 

Heaven-sent  eyes  that  wonder  all  they  say, 
Feet  that  only  yet  have  truant  wandered 

Wlierc  liic  primrose  hides  in  woods  ol  May. 
What  in  lifes  great  Book  is  written  after  ? 

Will  those  tcL-t  press  primr^ise  beds  for  aye  ? 
Will  tlie  flowers  still  l.iloom  where  brook,,  meandered? 

Will  the  limiel.s'  warbUng  sound  as  gay? 

Maiden  !  tripping  from  the  juimrose  bowers 

Into  June,  whose  roses  flush,  thy  face, 
Life  to  thee  is  but  a  dream  of  beauty  ; 

Thou  liast  only  started  in  the  race. 
Thou  liast  learnt  not  yet  io  miss  life's  tlowers  : 

Let  it  be  1   in  after  years  thv  grace 
ISLiy  by  [)ain  be  mellowed.      Who  would  show  thee, 

'Mid  eartli's  sufterers.  wliich  shall  be  ihy  place? 


Far  away  where  autumn's  red  leaves  (luiser, 
^Lly  and  )une  arc  links  of  what  is  past  ; 

And  a  woman  in  lite's  fidl  Sejitember, 

kini-  With  sorrow,  wears  a  crown  at  last— 


'•"Vl-.'s    SAtRIKICl: 


I2i) 


Wears  the  crown  tint  hoiiic 


aiM 


lo\-c  (loth  ^'i\c  her 


Bn.hter  than  earth's  .^^old  ;  un  love  is  vast  ' 
And  hfe  never  can  be  quite  December 

W  here  o'er  hearts  loves  yolden  web  is  cast 


I 


Unnkled  l)rou-s  and  totterin.i;  feet  descendini; 
1  o  the  grave  wliere  all  our  loved  ones  "o  ■ 
Journeymg  Ho.ne  to  re.t.  vet  tha.nkful  ever  ' 

tor  the  sufferin.:;  (lods  love  <ioth  besto\v 
Heaven  and  earth  o'er  human  failure  blendin^r, 

('Olden  sunlight  kissing  winter  snow  ; 
Angels  stepping  down  from  Cod  to  sever 

iMortal  ties  and  cancel  e\er\-  woe 


J? 


LOVK'S  SACK [ KICK.  ^\V.  ].  a. 
An  old  man  lived  by  the  Solent  Sea  • 
With  his  little  daughter  alone  dwelt  he  • 
The  light  of  his  l.tc  was  the  little  maid,' 
And  truly  his  deep  love  >]ie  repaid. 

One  eventide  she  heard  him  say 

That  a  seaweetl  would  take  his  pam  ,ixviv 

tor  he  tossed  at  night  on  sleepless  h.ed,  '  ' 

And  this  weed  would  soothe  him  to  sleep,  he  s  lid 


On 


one  rock  aloni 


.  1^'  ""-l  niis  raie  weed  grow, 

^Vh.ch  could  only  be  reached  when  tlK.  fde  was  low 
I'ar  out  on  the  sand  in  the  ebb  it  stood. 
And  the  green  sea  foamed  aroun.l  at  flood. 

Soon  as  the  dawning's  du;,ky  light 
IJroke  on  the  darkness  of  the  liight, 
'I  he  little  maid  was  on  the  beach  •  ' 


>.>>-iiw    >>  a.-)  lUW, 


iiie  rock  in  reach. 


f.OVF,  S    -Ai  KIIICK. 

SIk-  (:Iinibc<l  il.-,  loj)  a. id  f^raspcd  the  weed, 
AV'ith  joy  to  help  her  father's  need  ; 
But  all  her  strength  rould  onI\'  move 
One  root — .small  trophy  fur  her  lo\e. 

Forgetful  tluH  of  self,  loo  late 

She  stayed  ;  but  tide  for  none  will  wait, 

And  silently  the  sea  had  llown 

To  claim  the  maiden  for  its  own. 

One  startled  -latire  revealed  Iut  doom; 
She  thought  of  lather,  love,  and  home— 
For  her  no  more.     'Jhe  hungry  sea 
Soon  iiigh  above  the  rock  will  be. 

The  waters  (lUeiuhed  that  life  of  love; 
r.ut,  darkened  here,  'tis  bright  above, 
And  far  beyond  the  sunny  skies, 
She  gathers  lloweis  in  I'jradise. 

Her  fuller  linger^  de■^olate 
Beside  their  little  garden  gate, 
Wailing  fur  her,  his  lieart'.-.  one  liglit, 
Now  sadly  (|iieii(hed  in  deei)c_st  niglit. 

No  tidings  came.      As  evening  fell 
He  sought  the  beach  she  knew  so  well. 
He  called — no  voice  in  answer  came, 
But  mocking  echoes  of  her  name. 

The  winds  awoke  ;  the  angry  tide 
Swelled  on  the  bea-h— but  .still  he  cried 
To  her  all  night,  till  eastern  skies 

A^.lin    nrolised   can!;'::    ;:;i:.erieS. 


v. 


'-SIIAI.I.     I  ?' 

The  dawn  fills  up  h\.  a-ony, 
Aihl  u-ith  a  !ou,l,  hcart-hroicen  ,  ry, 
ilc  touiul  his  .Liiiin^  at  hi^  ka-' 
lint  the  duld-hcart  had  .  ea.cd  to  heat. 

The  salt  si.ray  ki.sed  her  turch.ad  ululc 
The  scau-ced.  with  its  coluurs  hmht 
Wove  her  a  windin-shcct  :  her  hair' 
1-ay  tangled  in  its  beauty  rare. 

He  knelt,  and  raided  her  tnnn  the  sand  • 
IJut  wlien  he  look  her  little  han.l, 
Ah.  what  a  tale  of  love  he  read.'' 
The  tiny  fm-ers,  pale  and  dea<I. 
''^tiil  t,:4htly  clasped  the  charme<l  root 
Of  love,  of  life,  of  death,  the  fruit 
Cxathered  from  out  the  hitter  tide. 
tor ////>,  and/^/w,  his  child  ha<l  died: 


1  U 


'SHALL   I.^'-_.\.,^.^.,,    p,,,^.,,,   o'nox,,r,„T-, 

Shall  I  do  this,  .sir,  and  shall  I  <Io  tlut,  si,- '- 
_  Shall  I  go  in,  sir,  or  shall  I  go  out  ^ 
Shall  It  be  bonnet,  or  shall  it  be  hat,  sir.^ 

State  your  opinion  ;   I'm  sadlv  m 'doubt 
Shall  I  go  ndin-   or  shall  I  ;^o  walking? 

Shall  I  accept  it,  or  shall  J  refuse.?" 
Shall  I  be  silent,  or  shall  I  keet.  talkin-^ 

(^ive  your  advice,  ],r,y  ;   I  cannot  we-U  <  h 
Thus  do  we  [)ander  to  others'  opinions, 

\Vearing  the  garb  of  Society's  slaves  ; 
Fashif)n  's  a  tyrant,  and  we  are  her      '  ' 


oosc. 


inirin<: 


KoDDnig  our  life  of  the  fre 


edoin  It  craves. 


lilt    DEAD    SINGER. 

Ought  I  to  visit  her,  oii-Iu  I  to  cut  her? 

Sliall  I  l.c  friendly,  or  shall  I  be  cold  ? 
Shall  I  look  boldly   or  peep  through  the  shutter? 

■Miall  I  give  silver,  or  shall  I  give  gold  ? 
\\  hat  will  be  said  if  I  stay  from  thr.iinn,r? 

What  will  he  said  if  I'm  seen  at  the  ball? 
>\  ill  they  pro.laini  me  a  saint,  or  a  sinner? 

Il  not  the  former,  1  gr,  not  at  all. 
Thus  do  we  pander  to  others'  opinions, 

A\'caring  the  garb  of  Society's  slaves'; 
Fashion  's  a  tyrant,  ami  ue  are  her  minions, 

Robbmg  our  life  uf  the  freedom  it  craves. 

Why  not  go  forward,  undaunted,  unfearin'' 
Doing  the  thing  that  is  lawful  and  right"? 
Caring  not  who  may  be  seeing  or  hearing, 

Shunning  the  darkness,  and  courtin-  tli'e  light. 
Surely,  if  conscience  fo:oear  to  upbraid  us, 

^\  ell  may  we  laugh  at  the  verdict  of  foois  • 
(.od  is  our  guide-for  His  service  He  made'us- 
^  Not  to  be  ruled  by  the  makers  of  rules. 
Pander  no  longer  to  others'  opinions; 
^  ^\■car  not  the  garb  of  Society's  slaves  ; 
lie  not  ot  Fashion  the  pitiful  minions  : 
Rob  not  )our  life  of  the  freedom  it  craves. 


TI!  K     DKAI)    SIX(;KR. 
Alexanolk  Anderson. 

^Mthin  tb.e  rough  tour  feet  he  lay, 

A  touch  of  blood  on  breast  and  v.-ing- 
His  life-blood,  that  had  sent 


awav 


rnK 


'"  ■\l>    M.NC.KK. 


I'or  he 


And  all  his  singing  soul  on  f.rc, 

'■^";    '''■f';'"-^-'^'-'nun.un,,hvn.n, 
iiad  dashed  against  the  ,„i,lc,vs  w,ro 

And  in  the  dark  he  fell,  to  lie 

The  .old  unheeding  rails  between, 
A  song  withni  his  heart  to  die 

L'nhe.ird,  and  he  hiu.self  unseen 


i  took  him  u|.;  he  lay  so  light. 
That  in  my  heart  I  di.l  him  uronr 

Jo  think  a  thing  so  frail  and  slrd,t° 
^ouldhave.uchspIendKlueakhofson'^ 

\Vas  this  the  bird  I  could  n.,t  see  • 

That  somewhere  from  the  wooded  hdl 
I  onred  forth  such  music  from  a  tree 

J  i>-it  even  the  very  stream  grew  still? 

Was  this  the  spirit  who  .ing,  and  >hot 
he  soul  of  smnmer  through  the  air, 
''''^'^''^■''"''■^^''--■^^■'inickw.thth,nK-ht 
An<l  sweet  green  b,rd)s  were  everju^^c^e  ? 

The  very  bird  !     And  this  was  all 

Hn  rrown  of  song  for  such  display- 

lostnkeagamst  the  u-ire,  and  fall 
And  bleed  his  httle  life  away. 

He  sang  of  Spring  in  fun<i  ddicrht 
He  would  not  see  her  blossomur- 


He  sang  of  Sum 


nuT.  lint  if^-  i;.,i. 


W 


oual  never  strike  against  h 
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134  I.OVK   Ok    LANDS. 

V'lI  ihcMC  were  tIirol)l)in,u  in  liis  soiij^, 
As  yearns  sonic  poet  in  hi:,  rliyiue, 
To  flash  against  a  l;urning  wrong 

The  sun-hine  of  a  h.iipjiier  time. 

F.ut  ere  the  hi^hl  tor  whi<  li  lu-  woke 
ilis  song  (lawns  upward,  taint  and  dim, 

lie,  bleeding  iVoni  an  unseen  slrcjke, 
Sinks  in  the  dark,  and  dies  like  him. 


L()\I',  OK  LANDS.     G.  Ciii  idX   ]'in(;ii.\m. 

'  1  lirui,:;  not  liou^e-^.  lands,  or  Lrold, 

To  give,  sweelheait,  tn  thee  ; 
No  richer  than  1  was  of  old 

Am  I  to-day,'  ([uoth  he. 
In  sooth  he  looked  his  poverty, 

If  ever  ^o  did  one  ; 
In  rai;s  and  tatters  clad  was  he, 
Harelieaded  to  the  smi  ! 


It  was  lii-r  love  ot  long  ago 

Who  loo'-  luT  oui-treteheil  hands: 
'If  you  are  he  1  u.-^etl  to  know, 

1  seek  not  goUl  or  lands. 
If  you  liut  love  me  still,  sweetheart, 

I  am  content,'  cried  she-, 
'And  I  will  share  your  lowly  part. 

For  I  your  bride  will  be  1 " 

'Then,  by  iri\-  u. .tli.  my  heart  i.^  thine!' 

Quoth  he  at  her  reply  ; 
'Though  rags  and  tatters  may  be  mine, 

No  beggar  now  am  I. 


IIIK    MUSIi;   Ol      I  III     .^MEI.LS. 

I  in  richer  than  with  goUl  and  lands 

Tlir  [troudcst  nionarchs  he. 
With  thee  for  mine,  and  tiiese  two  li.inils 

To  work,  sweetlu'arl,  lor  ihce  ! ' 
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■riii:  Misic  (ii-  mi:  siiills. 

Al.KXANIirU     I.N.MoNT. 

I'rij^ht  crimson  bars  flecked  .il!  the  \\\sl 

With  deeper  l;1ow  tlian  niullcn  oie  ; 
'1  he  soothing,  sober  hour  of  rest 

Crept  o'er  the  haven  on  the  shore. 
O'er  cliff  and  vale  athw.irt  the  land 

floated  the  sound  of  evenini;  hells, 
While  all  along  the  shining  strand 

Glad  children  gathered  shells. 

A  >iiiiiiK-.  laughing  child  o\'  three 

Long  held  one  to  its  eager  ear. 
What  blowing,  womlrous  my-^tery 

Did  it  in  soothing  iimnnurs  hear? 
Was  there  re(  ailed  ilie  ilrcam  oi  lir,i\en 

Wliic  h  its  pure  spirit  knew  of  yore, 
Hut  which  at  its  birth  hour  was  riven. 

Here  to  be  seen  no  more? 


A  sailor's  rosy  boy  of  nine 

Placed  to  his  ear  the  self-same  shell. 
What  made  his  face  so  gladly  shine? 

What  tale  of  wonder  did  it  tell  ? 
He  saw  fjir  i-^Ies  in  emorahl  seas, 

And  felt  the  fragrance  of  the  air. 
And  bright  song-birds  on  stately  trees — 

lie  sighed  and  wished  inni  there. 


1^6  IN    VANITY    KAIR. 

Along  the  margin  of  the  sea 

A  youtli  with  shining  face  there  rame, 
His  soul  steeped  in  love's  mystery, 

And  breathing  oft  a  dear  one's  name. 
The  shell  sang  to  his  yearning  ear 

That  song  which  all  the  spirit  tills; 
And  on  his  soul  her  voice  fell  clear 

l'>om  o'er  the  sundering  hills. 

An  aged  man  with  silvery  hair 

Came  slowly  u'er  the  gleaming  strand  ; 
With  faint  smile  on  his  face  of  care 

He  took  a  smooth  shell  in  his  hand. 
No  song  for  him  of  emerald  seas 

It  sang,  but  breathed  of  woe  and  pain  : 
lie  heard  sad  voices  in  each  bree/e, 

And  sighed  for  youth  again  ! 


IX   VANirV    1  AIR.— Florkn-ce  Tylee. 

Through  Vanity  Fair,  in  days  of  oM, 
There  jiasscd  a  maiden  with  I'K'ks  of  gold, 
And  a  pedlar  opened  his  tempting  jiack. 
Crying  :  '  ()  my  jjretty  lass  !  what  d'  ye  lack  .-* 

Here  "s  many  a  ware 

Costly  and  rare. 

Come,  buy — oh,  come,  buy  ! 

In  \'anity  I'air.' 

'Silks  and  satins  are  not  tor  me  ; 
l<acc  is  for  damsels  of  high  degree  ; 
The  'ads  would  laugh  in  our  country  town 
If  I  canic  (1.1(1  in  a  broidered  gown  : 

l!ut  yet  there  V  a  ware, 

Precious  and  rare, 

I  fain  would  buy  me 

in   V  auii)   i  air. 


TMK    FIRFMAN. 

'  Pray,  sell  me,  sir,  from  your  motley  store, 
A  heart  that  will  love  me  for  evermore, 
That,  whether  the  world  siiall  praise  or  blame, 
'IT.ioui;li  sorrow  or  joy  will  be  still  the  same. 

"I'is  the  only  ware 

For  which  I  care, 

'Mid  all  the  treasures 

Tn  Vanity  F.iir.' 

'  Miirli  it  grieves  me,  O  lassie  dear,' 
'I'hi  pedlar  said  ;  'but  I  greatly  fear 
The  hearts  that  loved  in  the  old  sweet  way 
Have  been  out  of  fashion  this  many  a  day  ; 

And  j^ilded  tare 

Is  all  the  ware 

\  on  will  get  for  your  money 

In  \anily  fair.' 


Tril'.   riRI.MAN.— Camii.i.n   Crosi..\nd. 

The  (it)'  lico  in  hushed  repose, 

The  wintry  night-wind  fri'shly  blows, 

As  if  to  rock  the  cradled  hoit 

In  slumber's  sweet  oblivion  lost. 

lint  liark  !  a  sound,  and  a  ^hout  (»f  fright, 

That  wakes  the  town  in  dead  of  nii/ht. 

A  shriek  and  a  gkire, 

A  cry  of  desi)air 

At  the  Hames  in  tlieir  ire. 

For  tlie  one  word  is  '  I'ire  I' 

The  people  rush  out. 

And,  with  hurry  and  >hout. 

Press  on  to  the  liulit 
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And  Spreads  like  a  hanu  r  unfurled  up  on  hii^h, 
A  sign  and  a  terror  against  the  da'-k  sky  ! 
But  hark  to  the  clatter,  than  nuisic  more  sweet 
Of  the  rolling  wheels  and  the  horses'  feet ! 

'  (Jut  of  the  way  —out  of  the  way  ! 

They  come  to  save — now  clear  the  way  ! ' 

A  sea  of  faces  upward  turned, 
One  fear  1)y  every  hi  art  inurned  : 
By  r..ddy  light  is  clearly  read 
(hi  every  brow  the  anxious  dread. 
A  mother  'mid  the  bright  light  stands, 
Her  neck  tight  clas])ed  by  baby  hands, 

And  throiigh  roiir  and  hiss, 

Not  quite  they  miss 

Her  i)itenus  fren/ied  cr_\-  : 

But  mounting  (juick  on  high 

A  hero  springs, 
His  helm  a  star 

Of  hoi)e,  that  flings 
A  halo  far 

'Mid  the  lurid  light. 
For  a  moment  lost,  then  dimly  seen 

As  it  gleams  on  the  sight, 
The  curling  wreaths  of  smoke  between  ! 
I"])  the  ladder  (>i'(-  rushed,  but  ///;vr  come  down, 
And  the  shining  helm  is  a  hero's  crown  ! 
Yet  heeds  not  he  what  jieople  say. 
He  only  bids  them  '  clear  the  way  I ' 
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'  Whv  did  he  look  so  grave?'  she  asked. 

'^\■hat  might  the  trouble  be?' 
'My  little  maid,'  he  sighing  said, 

'  Suppose  that  you  were  nie, 
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And  you  a  wciglity  secret  owned. 
Pray,  tell  me  wliat  you  \\  (hj?  ' 

'I  think  1  W  tell  it  somebody,' 
-Sakl  she,  'ill  were  you  ! ' 

But  still  lie  sighed  and  looked  askance, 

Despite  her  syn;ijatliy. 
*Oh,  tell  me,  little  maid,'  he  said 

Again,  'if  you  were  me. 
And  if  )ou  lo^xl  a  pretty  lass. 

Oh  then,  what  would  you  do?' 
'I  think  I'd  go  and  tell  her  so,' 

Said  she,  '  if  I  were  ycu  ! ' 

'  -My  little  maid,  'tis  you,'  he  said, 

'  Alone  are  dear  to  me.' 
Ah,  tlicii  she  turned  away  her  head, 

And  ne'er  a  word  said  she. 
But  what  he  whispered  in  her  car. 

And  what  she  answered  too — 
Oh  no,  I  cannot  tell  you  this  ; 

I  'd  guess,  if  I  Were  you  ! 
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As  we  speed  out  of  \outh's  sunny  station 

The  track  seems  to  shine  in  the  litiht  ; 
But  it  suddenly  shoots  o'er  chasms, 

And  sinks  into  tunnels  of  night. 
And  the  hearts  that  were  brave  in  the  mornin'' 

Are  fdled  with  repining  and  fears 
As  they  pause  at  the  City  of  Sorrow 

Or  pass  through  the  Valley  of  'I'ears. 
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lifk's  journky. 

But  the  path  for  this  jicrilous  raihvay 

Tlie  hand  of  the  Master  has  made  ; 
Witli  all  ils  discomforts  and  dans^ers, 

Wc  need  not  be  sad  or  afraid 
Roads  leading  from  gloaming  to  darkness, 

Roads  leading  from  gloom  to  despair, 
Wind  out  through  'he  tunnels  of  midnight 

'I'o  fields  that  are  blooming  and  fair. 

Though  the  rocks  and  their  shadows  surround  us, 

'rhoug'.i  we  ( atch  not  one  gleam  of  the  day, 
Above  us  fair  cities  arc  laughing 

And  dipijing  white  feel  in  some  bay; 
And  always,  eternal,  for  ever, 

Down  over  the  hills  in  the  west, 
The  last  final  end  of  the  journey, 

'I'here  lies  the  great  Station  of  Rest. 

"i'is  the  grand  Central  Toint  of  all  railways; 

All  roads  cluster  here  where  tliey  end  ; 
Tis  the  final  resort  of  all  tourists  ; 

All  rival  lines  meet  here  ami  blend  ; 
All  tickets,  or  mile-books,  or  passes, 

If  given,  or  beggetl  for.  or  hougut, 
On  whatever  road  or  division, 

Will  bring  you  at  last  to  this  sjjot. 

If  vou  pause  at  the  City  of  Trouble, 

Or  wait  in  the  Valley  of  Tears, 
Be  patient,  the  train  will  move  onward 

And  sA-ee])  down  the  track  of  the  years. 
Wherever  the  place  is  you  seek  lor, 

Whatever  your  aim  or  your  ([uest, 
You  shall  come  at  the  last  with  rejoicing 

To  the  beautiful  Station  of  Rest. 
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